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The Hiftorie of , 

Henry the Fourth, 

Enter theKing,Lord lohn of Lancajler ) t.zx\e of 

Weftmerland) with others. 



King. 

o fliaken as we are, fo wan with care, 

MWm Find we a time for frighted Peace to pant, 

^nd breath fhort winded accents of new broilcs 
^§§!g§| To becommen’ct in ftronds afarre remote.- 

No mote the thirttie entrance of this toile. 

Shall daube her lips with her owne childrens blood. 

No more ball trenching Warre chane 1 herfields, 

Nor bruife her flowers with the armed hoofes 
Ofhoftile paces : thofe oppofed eyes, 
i/Vhich like the Meteors of a troubled heauen, 

All of one nature, of one fubftance bred, 

Did lately meete in the inteftine fhocke, 

And furious clofe of ciuill butcherie. 

Shall now in mutuall well-befeeming rankes, 

March all one way, and be no more oppofd 
Again!! acquaintance, kindred and allyes. 

The edge of Warre,like an ill-fheathed Knife, 

No more ball cut his Mailer ; therefore friends, 

As farre as to the Sepulchre of Chrift, 

W hofefouldier now vnder whofe bleiled Crolie 
We are imprelled and ingag’d to fight, 

Forthwith, a power of Er.glifb (hall we leuie, 

Whofearmes were moulded in their mothers wombs. 

To chafe thelc Paga*s \n thofe holy fields, 

Ouer whole acres walkt thofe bleiled feete. 



Which 
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Which 1400. yeares agoe were nailde. 

For our aduantage on the bitter C-rolFe: 

But this our purpofe istwelue month old. 

And booties tis to tell you we will gee. 

Therefore we meet not now.-thenfet me hears 

Ot you my gentle Coofen Weftmerland, 
Whatyefternight our Counlelldid decree 
In forwarding this deere expedience. 

Weft. My Liege, this hafte was hot in queftion. 

And many limit s ofthe charge fet downe 
But yefternight, when all athwart there came 
i*7L°r ro ^ W*/*j,loadcn with heauie newes; 
Whofeworft was, that the noble Moninur, - 
Leading the men of Herejordjhire to light 
Againft the irregular and wilde Glendover, 

Vpon whofedead corps therewasfuch mifufe. 

Such beaftly fliameles transformation 
By thofe Welch-women dorie,as may not be 
Without much iliame,. retold oripoken of. 

L “ th «?t h f« h et idi ng8ofthisbroilc,. 
Brake off our buftnes for the Holy-land. 

This match f vvith oth « like my Gracious Lord, 
rar more vneuen and vnwelcome newes, 

Came from theNorth, and thus it did report: 

Un Holy-roode day, the gallant Hotjbur there 
Kong Harry Terete, and brau Archibald, 

That euer valiant and approued Scot, 

MHotmedon met,where they did fpend 
A fad and bloody houre .* 

As by difcharge of their Artillarie, 

And fhape of likelihood the newes was told 
For he that brought them,in the very heate 
And, pride of their contention,did take Horfe, . 
Vncertame of the iflue any way* 

c ^ e , re ls a deare,and true induftrious friend, 
new lighted from his Horfe, 




Henry 



the Fourth, 



Staindewith the variation of each foyle, 

Betwixtthat tfolmedon , and this feat of outs-, 

And he hath brought vs fmooth and welcome newes, 

The Earle oiDovtglas is difeomfited. 

Ten thoOfand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights 
Balkt in their owne blood did Hr Walter fee 
On Holmdon plaine : of prifoners Hotfthrxookz 
Mordake Earle ot' Fife, and eldeft fonne 
To beaten Dowglas, and the Earle of Atholl, 

QlMurrej, Angus, and 'JMenteitb : 

And is not this an honorable fpoyle ? 

A gallant prize? Ha,Coofen is it not? In faith it is. 

Weft, A Conqueft for aPrinceto boaft of. 

King. Yea.tberethou mak’ft me fad, and mak’ft me hnne 
In enuy, that my Lord Northumberland , 

Should be the Father of foblefl a Sonne, 

A Sonne, who istheTheame of Honors tong, 

Amongft aGroue,thc very ftraigbteft Plant, 

Who is fweet Fortunes Minion, and her pride, 

Whilft 1 by looking on the praife of him, 

See Ryot and difbonour ffainethe brow 
Of my yang Harry. O that it could be pron d 
Thatfome night-tripping Fairy had exchang'd 
In Cradle clothes our children where they lay? 

And cal’d mine Percy, his Plant agenet. 

Then would 1 hauehis Harry, and he mine. 

But let him from my thoughts: What thinke you Cook, 

Of this yong Percies pride? The Prifoners, 

Which he in this aduenture hath furprifde. 

To his owne vfe he keepes,and fends me word, 

I (kali haue none but Mordake Earle of Fife. 

Weft. This is bis Vnckles teaching, This isWorcefter- 
Maleuolent toyou in all afpe&s : 

Which makes him prune himfelfe, and brittle vp 
The creft of Youth againlt your digaitie . 

Ktng. But 1 haue fent for him to anfwere this: 

And for this caufe a while we mull neglefl: 

Our holy purpofe to lerufalem. 

A 3 Cooler 
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A^a^ter Cou " fell * ewiu 

Outcome your fclfe withfpeed to vs againe 

For more is to be Taid, and to be done; 

Then out of anger can be vttered. 

Weft. I will my Liege. 

Enter Prince cf Wales, andftr IohnFalftafft . 

Fal, Now H<*//,what time ofday is itlad^ 

Trace. Thou art To fat-witted with drinking of old dacke 
and vnbuttomng thee after fupper,& Beeping vpon Benches 
after noone, that thou haft forgotten to sfemand that truely, 
which thou wouldeft truely know. Whatldeuillhalt thouto 
doe with the time of the day / Vnleifehoures were cups of 
Sackc, and minuts Capons, & Clocks the tongues of Bauds, 
and Dials the fignes of Leaping houfes, and the blelledSun 
himfelfeafaire hot Wench in flame coulored Taffata* I fee 
no reafon why thou fhouldett beefuperfluous todemandthe 
time of the day* 

/^Indeed you come neere me now Hall, for we thattake 
Purl es,goe by theMoone and ieuen ftarres,and not by Phot. 
he, that wandnng Knight fo faire .• and I prctheefweete 

^ §§e /Tr n r th °^ art Kin §> as G od faue thy Grace; Maiefly 
I Ihould fay, for Grace thou wile haue none. 

Trtnre. What none? 

Falf. No by my troth, not fb much as willferuetobepro- 
ogueto an Egge and Butter* 

Prince. WelI,how then?come roundly, roundly. 
Falf.Mtovy then,(vveet wag, when thou art Kinglet not vs 
that are Squires of the nights body, be called Theeuesof the 
dayes beauty : let vs be Dtames Forrefttr$,Gentlemenc>f the 
fhade>minionsof the Moone; and let men fay, we be men of 
good government, being gouerned as the fea is, by our noble 
and chait Miftris the Moonej vnder whofe countenanced 
fteale. 

Prince ♦ Thou fayeft well,and it holdes well too, for the for- 
tune of vs that are the Mooncs men, doth ebbe>and flow like 
me Sea* being gouerned as the Sea is by theMoone; as for 

^^jjroofe^ 
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n(p Kow a puife of go'd moft rcfolutcly fnatcht on Mon- 
P toofe t^n/inoft diftolutcly fpent on Tuefday morning •, 

KowinXi ,LU ichc Ladder, and 

«^, n o, roy H < , 

and thy quiddities i What a plague haue I to do with aBuffc 
l °Pnnce. Whyjwhat a poxe haue 1 to doe with my Hoftefte 
°^Falft We&thou haft cal’d her to a reckoning many a time 

J C 

&n <p°ri»ce. Did I euer call for thee to pay thy part l 
Fetlf. No, 11c giue thee thy due,thou haft pay d allthere. 
Frn, Yea andclfe where, fo far as my coyne would ftretch; 
andwhere it would not,l haue vfde my credit* 

Fair Yea,arid fovfde it, that were it not heereapparant that 
thou art Heireapparant. But I prethee fweet wag, lhaU i there 
be Gallows (landing inEngland, when thou art King? 8c relo- 
lution thus fubd as it is with the rufty curb of old father an- 
tick the Lawtdo not thou whe thou art a king hang a tnecre* 
Pmce.No,thouflialt. 

Fair. Shall 1 /O rare ! by the Lord Uebeabraue Iudge* 
Trine. Thou iudgeft falfe already. 1 meanethou fhalt haue 
the hanging oftheTheeues,andf<> become a rare Hangman, 
Falf. Well Haiti well, andinfomefortit iumpesvvithmy 
humor, as well as waiting in the Court, 1 can tell you. 

Prince , Forobtainingoffutes? 

Falf. Yea, for obtaining of futes, whereof the Hangman 
hath noleane Wardrop,Zblood 1 am as melancholy as a gyb 
Cat,oralugd-Beare. 

Prince. Oran old Lion, or aLouers Lute. i 

Falf. Yea, or the Droreofa Lincolnef ire Bagpipe, 

Trine. What fay eft thou to a Hare, or the melancholy Ol 

Moot®-. 




The EiUorie of 



Moofe-ditch? * 

FaiJ. Thou haft the moft vnfauory finiles and . 

the moH comparatiue rafcalieft fweet pong Prince. ft* 
I prethe trouble meeno more with vanity , 1 would S 
thou and 1 knew where a commodity of good names w G ° d 
be bought : ; an old Lord ofthe Counfcll rated race the o,l« 
cap 10 the Brest. about you lit; but I mark, him not, and , " 

1 rc&,rded h “” not > i- * 

W, fedome ones uu, **, 

Fa/f. O, thou haft damnable iteration, and art indeed able 
to corrupt a Saint.-thou haft done much harme vnto me Hu/ 
God forgiuc thee for it ; Before I knew thee Hall , 1 knew no! 
thing and now am I 3 Ifa man fliould fpcake truely, little bet- 
ter than one of the wickedil rfiuft giue ouer this life ; and 1 vvil 
giue it ouer.By the Lord and 1 doe not,I am a villains; Jlebc 
damned for neuera Kings fonne in Chriftendome.? 

Prince. Where Ihall we tak e a purfe to morrow,/^/ 

Fal[ Zounds, where thou wilt lad, He make one ; and I do 
aof,call me villaine,and BafFell me. 

Prince, ifeea goodamendmentoflifein thee* from pray* 
mg, to Purfe taking. 

f alf Why, Hall; tis my vocation Hall: tis no fin for a man 
to labour in his vocation. Enter Power. 

Poynns. Now ftiall we know if Gads hill haue let a match; 
O a if men were to bee faued by merit, what hole in Hell were 
iiorcRougb for him. ? Thisisthe molt omnipotent Villaine 
that euercryed, Stand, to a true man. 

Prtnce, Good morrow Ned. 

Poines. Good morrow fveete HaH, What fayes Momfieur 
Remorfe? What fayes fir Iohn Sacke and Suj?ar,lacke? How 
agrees the Diuell and thee about thy lo'ule, that thou folded 
him on Good-faday laft,for a cup ofMaderaandacold Ca- 



pons legge? , l 

^Prin. Sir/e^»ftandstohisword, the Diuell fhall hauehis 
bargaine,for he was neuera breaker of Preuerbes ♦ Jnee will 
gfoe thcJDiuell his due. 

Pcmu 
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poinet. Then art thou damn’d forkeepingthy word with 
the diuell. 

Prince. Elfe he had been damn’d for Cofening the diuell. 

Pay. But niy lads, my lads, to morrow morning,by foure a 
clocke early at (fads hill, there are pilgrims going to Canterbu - 
ry with rich otfrings, and Traders riding to London with fat 
purfes. I haue vizards for you all j you hauehorfes for your 
(chiesiGads-btllUcs to night in Rochefier , I haue befpoke fup- 
per to morrow night in Eaftcheape 5 we may do it as fecure as 
lleepe: ifyou will goe,l will ftufteyour purlesful of crownes; 
ifyouwil not, tarry at home and behang’d, 

Falj . Heare ye Y ed ward, if I tarry at home and go not, lie 
hang you for going. 

Pey.f You will chops. 

Falf Hal, wilt thou make one? 

Prince, Who, I rob? 1 a theefe?not I by my faith. 

Falf. Thers neither honefty, manhood, nor good fellow- 
ship in thee, nor thou camft not of the blood royall, ifthou 
dareft not ftand for ten fhillings. 

Prince. Well,then once in my daiesllebea madcap. 

Falf Why,thats well faid, 

•Prince. Wellcome what will, I le tarry at home. 

Falf By the Lord jlebeatraitorthen,whenthouartKing. 

•Prince. J care not. 

Pom. Sir Iohn, 1 prethee leaue the Prince & me alone, I will 

lay pii?tx,°^ fu f h rear ° nsfor thls a'ducncurc, that he lhalso. 

Falf WcI,God giue thee the fpirit of perfwafion,& him the 
eares of profiting, that w hat thou fpeakeft may moue &what 
he heares may be belceued,that the Prince, may (fcfcwtrea- 
tion fakejprouc a falfe theefj for the poore abufes of thetime 
wantcoumenancc : farewell, you lhal find, me inEaficheap . 

Pn. Farewel the latter fpnng, fare well Alhollownfummer, 

rowTh N ° Wmy f° d fweCt hon >' Lord > rid * with vs to mom 
^ u a ‘ eafttpexecufe ’ tbat 1 cannot manna«ealone 
Falflaffe Haruej , RofM, and Ga&MM rob thoTemenXt 
we haue already way-laidt your felfe and Si TZSSEZ 
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Prize . How Hi all we part v/ it h them in fettingferth ? 
p 0 , Why,wc will fet forth before or after them, and appoint 
them a place of meeting, whcrin it is at our pleafure to failed 
then will they aduenture vpon the exploit themfeues, which 
they fliall hauenofooneratchieued,but weelcfet vpon the. 
jPr;w,Yca>but tis like that they wil know vs by our horfes,by 
our habits,and by cuery other appointment, to be ourfelues. 

Tut, our horfes they fiialnot (ce,jlc tie the in the wood, 
our vizard we wil change, after wefcaue them. - lirra, J /isus 
cafes of buckorum for the nonce, to immaske out noted out- 
ward garments. 

Prin. Y ea,but I doubt they wil be too hard tor vs, 

Po. Wcl,for two of them 1 know to be as true bred cowards 
as euer turnd back : and for the third, if he fight longer then 
he fees reafon,llefoifwearearmes. The vertueofthisiel wil 
be. the incomprehenfiblc lies that this fat rogue wfll tell vs 
when we meeteat fupper, how thirty at leaft he foug M wu > 
what wards,what blowes, what extremities he indured,and ifi 

*' Pm^Wel^ theefprouidevs al things necellary, 

and meete me to morrow night m Eaftcheape,therej e uppe 

farewell. 

Poy ♦ Farewell my Lord. Exit T°P es ' 

<Prince. I know you all, and will a while vpho.d 
The vnyokt humor ofyour idlenefle 
Yet heerein will 1 immitate the Sunne, 

Who doth permit the bafe contagious clouds 
To fmoother vp his beauty from the world. 

That when he pleafe againe to be himfelfe, 

Being wanted,he may be more wonderd at 
By breaking through the foule and vgly milts 
Ofvapours that did feemeto ftrangle him. 

If all the yeare were playing holy daies. 

To fport would be as tedious as to worke-, 

But when they feldome come, they wilht for come, 

And nothingpleafeth but rareaccidenty 
So when thisloofe behauiour I throw ©ft, 

$nd paythc debt Ineucr promiied, g; 
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By how much better then my word I am, 

By fo much fhall I fallifie mens hopes. 

And like brightmettallon afullin ground. 

My reformation glittering ore my fault. 

Shall (hew more goodly, and attra&more eyes. 

Then that which hath no foile to fet it off* 

He fo offend, to make offence a skill. 

Redeeming time, when menthinkeleaftl will. Exits 
Enter the Ki»gNorthn?nberlandjVorcefter,Hetfpur. 

Sir IValterUlfint, with others. 

King . My blood hath beene too cold and temperate, 
Vnapt to ftirre at thefe indignities. 

And you haue found me-, for accordingly, 

You tread vpon my patience .• but be hire 
1 will from henceforth rather be my felfe. 

Mighty, and to be fear d, then my condition 
Which hath beene frnooth as oyle;foft asyong 
And therefore loft that Title of refped, 

Which the proud foule ne’re payes but to the proud 
ft'er. Our houfefmy foueraigne Liege ^little defer 
The feourgeof greatnelTe to bevfed on it. 

And that lame greatnefle too, which our ov 
Haue holpe to make fo portly. 

King, Wore eft er get thee gone/or I do 
Danger and difobedience in thine eye, 

O fir your prefence is too bold and peremptt 
And Maieftie might neuer yet endure 
The moody frontier of aferuants brow. 

You haue good leaue to leauevs; when we need 
Your vie and counfell, we lhallfend for you. ExitWer* 

You were about to fpeake. 

North, Y ea my good Lord. 

Thofe prifoners in your highnes name demanded. 

Which Harry Tercy here at Hojmedon tooke, 

Where .as hefayes, not with fuch ftrength denide. 

As he deliuered to your Maieftie. 

Either enuy therefore, or mifprifion 
“ fiuilty of this fault, and not my fonne. 

B * m* 




The Hiftorie of 

HotJ , My LiegeJ did ddny no prifoners, 

But 1 remember when the fight was done. 

When J was drie with rage and extreame toyle, 
Breathlcs and faint,leaning vpon my fword. 

Came there a cettaine Lord,neatand trimlydreft, 

Fi eih as a Bridegroome,and his chin new reapt, 

Shewd like a Hubble land at harueft homer 
He was perfumed like a Milliner, 

And twixthisfingerand histhumbeheheld 
A pouncet boze, which euer and anon 
He gaue his riofe,and tookt away againe. 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 

T ooke it in fnufte,and ftill he fmilde and talkt. 

And as the fouldiers bore dead bodies by. 

He cald the«n vntaught knaues,vnmannerly, 

To bring a fiouenly vnhand-fbme coarfe, 

Betwixt the wind and his Nobility, 

With many holy day and Lady tearmes. 

He queftioned me: among thereft demanded 
My prifoners in your Maiefties behalfe, 

I then al fmarting with my wounds being cold,. 

To be fo peftered with a Popingay, 

Out of my griefe and my impatience, 

Anfwered neglecftingly,I know not what. 

He fhould, or he ihould not,forhe made me mad 
Tofcehim fhiiiefo briske,andfmellfofweet. 

And talkefo like a waiting gentlewoamn, 

Of Guns and Drums,and wounds, God faue the marke 
And telling me thefoueraigneft thing on earth; 

Was Parmacity for an inward brufe, 

And that it was g r eat pitty,fo it was. 

This villanouS Saltpeter (liould be dig’d 
Oiatofthe bowels of the harmeles Earth* 

Which many a good tall fellow had deftroy’d 
So cowardly : and but for thefe vile Guns, 

He would hauebeen hicnfelfeaSouldier. 

This bald vnioynted chat ofhis (my Lord) 

I anfwered indiredly (as 1 faid) 



And 
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And I befeeh you,let not this report 
Come currant for an accufation 
Betwixt my loue,and your high Maiefty, 
2?/#»/.Thecircumftance confidered,good my Lord 
What ere Harry Piercie then had faid > ■ 

To fuch a perfon,and in fuch a place, 

At fuch a time, with all the reft retold. 

May reafonably die, and neuer rife, 

T o doe him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he faid, fo he vnfay it now. 

King,. Why yet he doth deny his prifoners. 

But with prouifo and exception. 

That we at our owne charge (hall ranfome ftraight 
His brother inlaw,thefoolifh Mortimer , 

Who in my foule hath wilfully betraide. 

The liues of thofe,that he did lead to fight, 

Againft the great Magitian.damned Glendmer , 

Whofe daughter as we heare,the Earle of March, . 

Hath lately married? fhall our coffers then 
Be emptied to redeeme a traitor home? 

Shall we buy treafon ? and indent With feares. 

When they haueloft and forfeited themfclues. 

No, on the barren mountaine let him fterue. 

For I fhall neuer hold that man my friend, 

W hofe tongue fliall aske me for one pennie coft, 

T o ranfome home reuolted Mortimer. 

Hot. Reuolted Mortimer ? 

He neuer did fall off, my Soueraigne Liege, 

But by the chance of warre : to proue that true. 

Needs no more but one tongue: for all thofe wound s> 

Thofe mouthed wounds which valiantly he took© 

When on the gentle Seuerncs fiedgie banke 
In fingle oppofition hand to han d, 

Hedid confou nd the bed parrot anloure 
In changing hardiment with great Glendmer, 

Three times they breath’d, and three times did they drinke, 

Vpon agreement offwift^crwBoud 

Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes, 

B 3 Ran 
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Ran fearfully among the trembling reedes, 

And hid his crifpe-head in the hollow banke, ; 

Blood-ftained with thefe valiant combatans, 

Neuer did bare and rotten policy 

Colour her workingwith luch deadly wounds, 

Nor neuer could the noble Mortimer, 

Receiue fo many, and all willingly: 

Then let him not be llandered with revolt. 

King. Thou doft bely him Percy#. hou doft bely him, 

He neuer did encounter with Glendower, 
i tell thee,he durft as wellhaue met the Diuell alone, 

As Omen (ylendomer for an enemy. 

Art thon not afham’d ? but firra, henceforth 
Let me not heareyou fpeake of Mortimer , 

Send me your prisoners with the fpeedieft meanes, 

Or you Ihali hearein fuch a kind from me. 

As will difpleafe you. My Lord Northumberland , 

We licence your departure withy our fonne, 

Send vs your prifoners,or you will heare of it. Exit King* 

Hot. And if the diuell comeand roare for them, 

I will not fend them : I will after ftraight 
And tell himfo, for I will eafe my heart, 

Albeit I make a hazard of my head. 

Nor. WhatJdrunke with choler?ftay and paufeawhile, 
Heere comes your Vnckle. 

Hot. Speakeof t_Mortmer ? 

Zounds 1 wilfpeake ofhim,and let my foule 
Want mercy if I doe not ioyne with him: 

Y ea on his part. He empty all thefe veines, 

^4nd Hied my dcare bloud,drop by drop i’th duft, 

But I wil lift the downe-trod Mortimer, 

Ashigh in’rh ayre as this vnthankfull King, 

^isthis ingrate andcankred Bullmgbrooke ♦ 

Nor . Brother, the King hath made your Nephew mao* 
Wor. Who ftrooke this heat vp after I was gone ? 

Hot. He wil forfooth haue all my prifoners, 

And whenl vrg’d the ranfome once againe 
Of my wiues brother,then hischcckclookt pale; 
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And on my face he turn’d an eye of death, 

Trembling euen at the name of tMortmer. 

tVor. 1 cannot blame him, was not he proclaim o 
i By Ekhard that dead is, the next of bloud* 

Nor. He was 5 1 heard the Proclamation, 

,/indthen it was, when thevnhappy King, 

(Whofe wrongs in vs God pardon) did fet forth 
Vpon his Irtjh expedition; 

From whence he intercepted, did returne 

To be depos’d and Ihortly murdered. 

Wor. And for whofe death, we in the worlds wide-mouth. 
Liue fcandaliz’d and foulie fpoken off. 

Hot. Butfoftlpray you, did King Pochard then 
Proclaime my brother Mortimer, 

Heire to the Crowne l 
Nor. He did, my lelfe did heare it. 

Hot. Nay then I cannot blame his coofin King, 

That wiflit him on the barren mountaincs ftarue. 

But fhall it be that you that fet the Crowne 
Vpon the head of this forgetfull man, 

And for his fake weare the detefted blot 
Of murtherousfubornation ; fhall it be 
That you a world ofeurfes vndergoc. 

Being the agents, or bafe fecond meanes, 

The cords, the ladder, orthe hangman rather? 

O pardon ifthatl defeendfolow, 

To fhew the line and the predicament. 

Wherein you range vnder this fubtile King. 

Shall it for flume be fpoken in thefe daies, 

Or fill vp Cronicles in time to come, 

That men of your nobility and power 
Did gage them both in an vniu ft behalfe, 

(As both of you God pardon it haue done) 

T o put downe Richard that fweet louely Rofe, 

And. plant this thorne, this canker Bnllingbrookg l ■ 
Andfhall it in more fhame be further fpoken. 

That you are fool’d, difearded, and ftiooke off 
By him, for whom thefe lhames yevnder-went f 
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N a, yet time ferues, wherein you may redeeme 
Your banilht honors, and reftoreyourfelues,' 

Into the good thoughts of the world agame; 

Reuenge the ieering and diidaind contempt 
Ofthis proud King, who. ftudies day and night 
To anfwere all the debt he owes to you, 

Euen with the bioodie paiment of your deaths.* 
Therefore 1 fay. 

War. Peace Coofin,fay no more. 

And now I willvnclafpcafecietbooke, 
Andtoyourquickeconceiuingdifcontents 
lie read your matter deepe and dangerous, 

As full of perill and aduenterous fpirit, 

As to ore walke a Current roringlowd 
On thevnfteadfaft footing ofalpeare. 

Hot. If he fall in, good night,orfinkeorfwimd. 

Send danger from the Eaft vnto the Weft, 

So honor crolle it from the North to South, 

> And let them grapple : the blood more ftirres 
TorowfeaLion,thento ftarta Hare, 

North, Imagination of lome great exploit, 

Driues him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot. By heauen methinks it were an eafie leape. 

To pluckebright honorfrom thepale-fac’d Moone 
Or diueinto rhe bottome of the deepe, 
Wherefadome-line could neuer touch the ground, 
And plucke vp drowned honor by the lockes, 

So he that doth redeeme her thence, might weare 
Without corriuaU, all her dignities: 

But out vpon this halfe facffeliowfhip. 

Wor , Heapprehendsaworldoffigurcs here. 

But not the forme of what he fhould attend, 

Good Coofen giue me audience for a while. 

Hot. I cry you mercy. 

Wor. Thofe fame noble Scots thatare yonr prifoners. 



Hot . He keepc them all. 

By God he fhall nothauea-SVotofthem, 
No, if a Scot would faue hisfoule,he fhall not, 



lie keepe them by this hand. 

Wor, You ftart away, 

Andlendno care vnto my purpofess 
Thofe Prifoners you fhall keepe. 

Hot , Nay, 1 willjthat's flat : 

He laid he would not ranfome Mori insert 
Forbad’my tongue to fpeakeof Mortimer it 
But 1 will find him when he lies a Deepe, 

And in his earelle hallow tMortmer: 

Nay,Uehaue a Starling fhall be taught tefpeake 
Nothing but Mortimer, md giue it him, 

To keepe his anger ftiflin motion. 

Wor. HeareyouCoofin,aword. 

Hot. All ftudiesheere I folemnly defie, 

Saue how to gall and pinch this Budtngbrooky, 

And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince of Walts. 
Butthatlthinkehis father loues him not, 

And would be glad he met with fome mifchancc s 
1 would haue him poyfoned with a pot of A\c. 

Wor. Farewell Kinfman,lletalketoyou 
When you are better tempered to attend# 

Nor, Why what a Wafpe-tongue and impatient foole 
Art thou, to breakeinto thiswomans-mood. 

Tying thine earc to no tongue but thine owne> 

Hot. Why looke you, I am whiptapd fcourg’d with tods, 
Netled,and flung with Pifmires,when I heare 
Ofthis v ile Polititian Bullingbrooke. 

In Richards time, what doe you call the place; 

A plague vpon it, it is in Glocefterjhire ; 

T was where the mad*cap Duke his vnckle kept. 

His vnckle Torkgi where I firft bowed my knee 
V nto this King of Smiles, this 'Bullingbrooke: 
Zbloudjwhenyou and he came backefrom %auen(burvh, 

Nor, At Barkly Caftle. Hot. You fay true, 

Why whatacandie deale ofeurtefie, 

This fawning Grey-hound then did proffer me, 

Looke when his infant Fortune came to age, 

^nd gemk Harry Percy, and kindCoofin * 

c o. 
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Q,the Diuell take fuch eoofeners 5 God forgiue me 5 
Good Vnckle tell your tale,l haue dene, 

Wor . Nay,ifyou haue not, to itagaine, 

We will Clay your leifurc* 

Hot. 1 haue doneyfaith, 

Wor. T hen once more to your Scottifh Prifoners. 
Deliucr them vp without their ranfome ftraight, 
And make the Dowglas fonneyour onely meane 
For powers in Scotland, which for diuers reafons 
Which I fliali fend you written bee allur’d, 

Will eafily be granted you, my Lord, 

Your fonne in ScotUndhtin^xhiis imployed, 

Shall fecretly into the bofome crcepc 
Qf that fame noble Prelate, wel-bclou’d, 
TheAfchbifliop* 

Hot. OfTorke, is it not £ 

Wor. True, who beareshard 
His brothers death at Briftorv the Lord Scrcopc, 

I fpeake not this in eftimation, 

As what I thinke might bc,but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and fet downe. 

And onely-ftaies but to behold the face 
Of thatoccafion that fhall bring it on. 

Hot. I fmell it; vpon my life it will doe well* 

Her, Before the game’s afoote thou ftilllet’ft flip* 
Hot. Why, it cannot choofefcut be a noble plot, 
And then the power o( Scotland,axid ofTorke^ 

To ioyne with Mortimer, ha. 

Wer, And lb they fhall. 

Hot, In faith it is exceedingly well aymd. 

Wor, And tis no little reafon bids vs (peed. 

To faue our heads, by railing of a Head: 

For,beare our felues as euen as we can. 

The King w ill alwaies thinke him in our debt. 

And thinke we thinke our felues vnfatisfied, 

T ill he hath found a time to pay vs home; 
Andfecalready,how he doth begin 
To make vs ftrangers to his lookes ofloue. 
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Hot, He does,hc does;weele be reueng’d on him, 
tVor. Coolin,farewell.No further goein this, v 
Then 1 by Letters fhall dired your courfe 
When time is ripe,which willbefuddenly: 

Uefteale to Glendower, and 1 oe, Mortimer, 

Where you and Dowglas, and our powers at once* 

As I will fafhion it, (hall happily meet, 

T o beare our fortunes in our owne ftrong armes. 

Which now we hold at much vneertaintie. 

Nor , Farewell good brother, we (hall thriue,! truft* 

Hot. V nckle,adue; O let the houres be fhort, 

TillFields,& BIowes,& Grones, applaud our fport. Exeunt, 
Enter a Carrierwith a Lanterne in his hand, 
i .Car, Heigh ho, an it be not foure by the day,jlc be hangd, 
Charles-waine isouer the new Chimney, and yet our horfc not 
packt. What Ofileri 
Oft. e^non,anon. 

i . fa, I prethee 7tfw,bcat Cuts Saddle, put a few Flocks in 
the point, poore iade is wrungin the Wither*,out of all celfe. 
Enter another Carrier, 

iCar. PeafeandBeanesareasdankeheereasadog, and 
that i« the next way to giue poore lades the Bots; this houfe 
is turned vpfide downe fince Robin Oftler died. 

i .Car, Poore fellow neucrioyed fince the priccof Oates 
rofe, it was the death of him. 

a. Car, I thinke this to be the mod villanous houfe in all 
London road for Fleas, I am flung like a Tench. 

i. Car. Like a Tench? by the Malle there is nearca King 
chriften, cold be better bit.the I haue bin fince the firft cock, 
z.Car. Why,youwillallowysnereaIordaine; and then 
wceleake in your Chimney, and your Chamber-lie breedes 
Fleas like a L,oach. 

i .Car, What Oftler, come away,& behangd,come away* 
z.Car. I haue a Gammon of Bacon, & two razes of Gin- 
ger, to be dcliuered as farre as Charing- crofe, 
i . Car. Gods body, the T urkies in my panier are quite ftar- 
w j Oft fata, plague onthee, baft thou neueran eyein 
shy head J canftnotheare, and t* were not as good a deed as 
C * drinke. 
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drinke, tobreake the pate of thee, I am a very villaine- com« 
and be hang’d,haft no faith inthce: 

Enter gads- hilt. 

Gads-hiU. Good-morrow forners ,Wh3itf a clocke? 

Car , Ithinkeitbetwoaclocke. 

Gad , I prethee lend me thy Lantherne,tofee my Gelding 
in the Stable* 

1. Car. Nay by God foft $ Iknowatricke worth two of 
that 1 faith. 

Gad. 1 prethee lend me thine* 

2 . Car. I,when,canft tell ? Lend me thy Lanternefquoth 
he)Marry lie fee thee hanged fir if. 

Gad. Sirra Carrier, What time do you meane to come to 
London. 

a Car ♦ Time enough to go to bed with a Candle, I warrant 
thee. Come neighbor Muges , weele call vp the Gentlemen, 
they will along with company, for they haue great charge., 
Enter (^bomber laine. Exeunt, 

gad. What ho, Chamberlaine. 

Cham. At hand quoth Picke-purfc. 

Gad. That’s cuen as faire, as at hand qd. the Chamber-kin, 
for thou vat ieft no more from picking of purfes,then giuing 
direction doth from labouring: thou layeft theplothow. 

Cham. Good morrow Matter Gads -hid, it holds curratthat 
I told you yeftcr night, there’ s a Franklmm the wild of Kent, 
hath broght three hundred Marks with him in Gold, I heard 
him tell it to one of his company laft night at fupper, a kind 
of Auditor, one that hath abundance of charge too, God 
knowes what, they are vp already, and call for Egges & But- 
ter: they will away prefently. 

Gad. Sirra, if they meet not with SC\t\t Nicholas Clarkes, 
lie giue thee this necke. 

Cham. No, He none of it; I prethee keepe that for the 
Hangman,forI know thou worfhipeft Saint Nicholases true- 
ly as a man of falfhood may. 

Gad. What talked thou to me of the Hangman ?tf I hang* 
jle make a fat paire or gallows.-for if I hang, old fir John nag s 
withmeA thou knowes he is no ftarueling : tut, there areo- 




♦tier Troians that thou dream’ft not of, the which for fport 
f^Lre content todo the profeffion fome grace, that would 
KterXuld be lookt into) for their credit fake, makeall 
( u if T a m iovned with no foot-land rakers, no long- ftatfe 
whole. I ami _ y ~ t u e f e mad muftachio purple hewd 

fixpennyftii j . ^ ^ & tranquility* Burgomafters 

SJSSSSSSSS- ™ fuch “ wl1 ** r °°- 

„„ then fpcakifpeake fooncr then drmke, & ormke foonet 

[henpray P andvet(Z OU nds)I lie, for they pray continually to 
heirfaint the common-wealth, or rather not pray to her, but 

prey on her, for they ride vp & downe on her, and make hei 

- th£ cr.Whatthe Common-wealth their Bootes? will Ibe 

in a Caftle,cockefure^ wee haue the receit of Eernefeed, wee 

^Cham. Nay, by my faith,l thinkeyou are more beholding 
to the night then toFernefeed.for your walking inuifible. 

Gad. Giue me thy hand, thou {halt haue a fliare in our pur- 
chafe, as 1 am a true man. 

Cham. Nay, rather let me haue it, as you areatalfe theete. 
Gad . Go to, homo is a comon name to all membid the 0 filer 
bring my Gelding, out of the ftable ; farewel ye muddy knaue. 
Enter Prince ,Pojnes, andPeto,&c. _ 

Points. Come fhelter, (belter, 1 haue remoeuea Falfiaffes 
Horfej and he frets like a gum’d veluet.. 

‘Prince. Stand clofe. Enter Falfiaffe . • 

Fa/f. Poines.Poines, andbz hangd 'Pomes. 

Prince, Peace ye fat kidneyd ralcall, what a brawling doett 
thou keepe? 

Fall. What Poines, Hal ? 

Prince. He is walkt vp to the top of the hill, lie go feck him. 
Fall. I am accurtt to rob in that theeues company, the ralcal 
hath remouedmy horfe,and tyed them I know not where, if 
I trauel but 4. foot by the fquire further a foot, 1 (ball breaks 
my wind Well, X doubt not but to die a faire death tor all 
this, if I fcape hanging for killing that rogue,! haue forfwcffn 
his company hourely any time this 22. year, and yeti am be- 

C 3 witclH 
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witcht with the rogues company .-If the r'afcal haue not pin 
me medicines to make me loue him,jle be handg; it comi B 
be eUe,l hauedrunke medicines, Pomes, Hal, a pla°u e on v ° C 
both, Bardod, Peto, He ftarue ere jlcrob a foot further.- and 
t’were not as good a deed as drinke,to ^rne true man, and to 
leaue thefe Rogues, I am theverieft Varlet that eucr chewed 
withatooth: eightyardesofvneuen ground, isthreefcore 
and ten miles afoot with me: and the ftony hearted Viliamcs 
know it well enough, aplaguevpon it when theeues cannot 
be true one to another. They whittle. 

Whew, a plague vpo you all, gibe memy Horfe, you rogues, 
Giue me my Horfe, and be hangd, 

Trin. Peace ye fat guts, lie downe, lay thine eareclofe to the 
grou nd,and 1 i ft if thou can heare the tread of T raudlers. 

Falf. Haue you any leauers to lift me vp again beingdown? 
Zbloudjle not beare mine ow ne flelh fo far afoot againefor 
all the Coyne in thy Fathers Exchequer; what a plague mean 
ye to colt me thus? 

Prince. Thou lieft,thou art not colted,thou art vncolted, 

Falf Ipretheegood Prince Hal, helpe mec to my horfe, 
GoodKingsfonne. 

Prince. Out you Rogue, fhall I be your Oftler? 

Falf. Go hang thy felfe in thine owne Heire apparant Gar- 
ters siflbetane, jlepeach for this s andl haue not Ballades 
. made on all, and lung to filthy tunes, let a cupof Sacke be ray 
* poyfon ; when ieaft is fo forward, and afoot too, I hate it. 

Enter Gads- kill. 

Gad. Stand. Fal. Sol doeagainftmywill. 

Fain. Otis our fetter, I know his v oice.-^^o/what newes? 

Bar, Cafe yee,cafe yejon with your V izards,thef s mony 
of the Kings comming downe thehilljtis going to the Kings 
Exchequer, 

Falf. Y ou lie you rogue, tts going to the Kings Tauemc, 

gad. There’s enough to make vs all. 

Falf. To be hanged. 

Prince. You foure (hall front them in the narrow Lane; 
Ned Tomes and I, will w alke lower; if they fcape froth your 
encounter,thenthey lightonvs. 
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Peto. But how many be they of them i 

Gad. Some eight or ten. 

Falf. Zounds, willtheynotrobvs? 

prince. What ? a coward Sir John Pawncb? 

Falf. Indeed lam not John of gant our Granfather, but 

yet no coward, Hal. * , 

Prince. Welfweele leaue that to the proofe. 

Poynes. Sirra/«<4thy hoile (lands behind the hedge, when 
thou needed hitn,therethou (halt find him, farewell, & uayid 

Falf. Now cannot 1 ftrike him ifl (hould be hangd, (fait. 

Trince. Ned, where areour difguifes? 

Pomes. Heere hard by (land clofe. 

Falf. Now my maifters, happy man be his dole, lay,eue ry 

man to his bufines. 

Enter the Trauellers. 

Fra. Come neighbor, the boy fhallead our horfes down* 
the hilljwecle walke afbote a while, and eafe our legs. 

Theeues. Stay. Tra. lefus bleiTe vs. 

Falf. Strike, downe with them, cut the villages throats : a 
horefon caterpillars! Bacon-fed knaues, they hatevs youth, 
downe with them, fleece them. 

Tra. O, wcarevndone,both we and ours for euer. 

Falf. Hangye gorbcllied knaues,areyevndone. ? noye fat 
chuffes,lwould your (lore were heere.oR bacons, on, what 
yeknauesfyongmen muft liue, you are grand lurers, are ye? 
weeleiureyeyfaith. 

Heere they rob them and bind them 5 Enter 
the Prince, and Poynes. 

Prince. The theeues haue bound the true men: nowcould 
thou andl rob the theeues, and goe merrily to London, \ t wold 
be argument for a weeke, laughter for a month, and a good 
ieft for euer. 

Points , Stand clofe.I heare them comming. 

Enter the theeues againe , 

Falf Come my matters, let vs lhare, and then to horfe be- 
fore day; and the Prince & Pomes be not two arrant cowardes, 
cheres no equity ftiri ingjther’s no more valour in that Pomes 
than in a wild Ducke,. 

Prince, 
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<syis they are /baring, the Prime & 
Pra.Your money. \ fetvponthem, iheyallrmseway 1 andM. 

Pain. . villaines. S ftajfe after a blow or two runs away too ta 

r Af bo oty behind them . 

7r/». Got with much eale. Now merrily to horfe,the theeuej 
arefcattercd,and polleft with fearefo llrongly,that they dare 
not meet each other,each take his fellow for an officer, away 
good Ned, Falfiajfe fweare to death, and lards the leane earth 
as he walkes along: wert not for laughing, 1 ffiould pitty him.- 
Poynes. How the rogue roard Sxmnt, 

Enter Hotjpur folus, reading a Letter. 

But for mine owne part, my Lord, 1 couldbewellcontentedtobe 
therein refpebt of the leue 1 be are your houfe. 

He could be contentedjwhy is he not then?inrefpe&ofthe 
loue he beares our houfe ; he ffiowes in this, he loues his own 
barne better then he loucs our houfe. Let me fee fome more. 

The purpofeyou vndertake is dangerous. 

Why thats certaine,tis dangerous to take a cold, to deep, to 
drinke; but I tell you (my Lord foole) out of this nettle dan- 
ger, we plucke this flower fafety. 

The purpofeyou vndertake is dangerous, thefriendsyouhauenmed 
vncertatne,the time itfelfe vnforted,andyour whole plot too lightest 
the count erpoife of fo great an oppofftion. 

•Say you fo,fay you fo,l lay vnto you again, you are a dial- 
Sow cowardly hincie,& youlie; whatalack-braineisthis?by 
the Lord our plot is a good plot as euer was laid, our friend 
true & con ft antra good plot,goodfriends,&ful of expedatio 
an excellent plot, very good friends j what a frofty Spirited 
rogue is this? why my L. of\Torke comends the plot,& the ge- 
neral courfeof the adion, Zounds &I were now by thisrafeal 
T could brainehim with his Ladies Fanne.Is there not my fa- 
ther my vnckle, & my fclfe.Lord Edmond Mortimer, ,my Lord 
of Forked Owen <flendowerl\% therenot befides th cDowglas! 
haue 1 not all th c ir letters to meet me in Armes by the ninth 
of the next month ? and are they not fome of the fet forward 
already? What a pagan rafcall is this & Infidel!? Ha, you diall 
fee now in very Sincerity of feareand cold heart, will he to the 
King, and lay open all our proccecdings.0,1 could diuidemy 



Henry the Fourth, 

felfe,and go to buffets, for mouing iuch a diffi of skim Milkc 
with fo honorable an a&ion. Hang him,let him tel the King, 
we are prepared. I will fet forward to night. Enter his Lady, 

How now Kate, l mult leaueyou within thefe two houres. 
Lady . O my good Lord, why are you thus alone? 

For what offence haue 1 this fortnight been 
A banilht woman from my Harries bed ? 

Tell me,fv\eet Lord, what is’tchat takes from thee 
Thy ftomacke,plcafure,and thy golden fleepe? 

Why tf oft thou bend thine eies vpon the earth. 

And ftart fo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft the frefli bloud in thy cheekes, 

And giuen my treafures and my rights of thee, 

Tothick-cyd muling,and cur ft melancholy? 

In my faint flumbers,I by thee watcht. 

And heard thee murmure tales of yron Warres, 
Speaketearmcs of manage to thy bounding Steed, 

Cry courage to the field : And thou haft talkt 
Offallies; and retires, trenches, tents. 

Of Pallizadoes, frontiers, parapets, 

Ofbafilisks, otcanon,culuerin, 

Ofpnforicrs ranfome,and of fouldiers flaine. 

And all thecurrent,of a heddy fight, 

Thyfpiritwithinthee hath beenfbatwar, , 

And thus hath fo beftird thee in thy fleepe. 

That beds offweathath ftood vpon thy brow. 

Like bubbles in a late difturbed ftreame, 

And in thy face ftrange motions haueappeard. 

Such as we fee when menreftraine their breath, 

Onfome great fodainehaft.O what portents are thefe? 

Some hcauy bufines hath my Lord in hand. 

And I multkuow it,elfe heloues me not. 

1 ‘ Hot% - What ho, is gilliamsmth the Packet gone? 

Ser* He isjfiiy Lord^an houre agoe* 

Hot Hath brought thofeHorfes from the Sheri/fc? 

Hot m H u rfe A my Lordj he brought euen now. 

S'/, hi af/ft 1 “°P it »0<i 



Hot, 
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Hot. That Roan fhal be my throne. WellJ wil back him 
ftraight, Entrance, bid Butler lead hun forth into the parke. 
Lady. But heare you my Lord, 

Hot. What faieft thou my Lady » 

La. What is it carries you away ? 

Hot . Why,my horle(myloue)my horfe. 

La. Out you mad-headed ape, a weazel hath notfuch a deale 
offpleene,as you are toft with. In faith jle know your bufines 
Harry, that I wil:I feare,my brother Mortimer doth ftir about 
his title, & hath Cent for you to line his enterprifc, but ifyott 
Hot . So far a foot, I lhal be weary, loue. (go 

2>»Com,come,you Paraquito,anlwer me dire&Iy.vntothis 
queftion that I fhaJ. aske .* in faith lie breake thy little finger 
Harry, and if thou wilt not tellme all things true. 

Hot. Away,away youtrifler,loue;I loUetheenot, 

I care not for thee Kate,thi$ is no world 
T o play with mammets,and to tilt with lips. 

We muft haue bloudy nofes, and crackt crownes, 

-dfnd pafte them currant too.* gods me mydiorfe. 
Whatfaift thou Kate, what would ft thou hauewith me? 

La. Do you not loue me? doyou not indeed? 

Wei, doe not theni for iincc you loue me not, 

I will not loue my felfe.Doeyou not loue me? 

Nay, tell me,ifyou fpeake inieaft,or no ? 

Hot. Come wilt thou lee me ride? 

And when I am a horfe-backe,l willfweare, 

5 loue thee infinitly.But harkeyoa Kate, 

3 muft not haueyou henceforth, queftion me? 

Whither I go : nor reafon were about. 

Whither I muft, I muft : and to conclude, 

This euening muft I leaue you gentle 
3 know you wife, but yet no farther wile, 

Then Harry Tercyes wife. Conftant you ares, 
woman, and forfecrecie, 
clofer,for I will belecue, 
notvtterwhat thou doeft not know.* 

Andfo fair .will X ttuft thee, gentle 
La. How, fo far? 
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Hot . Notan inch further.* butharkeyou Kate 
Whither I go,thither lliallyou goetoo: 

To day will 1 fet forward,to morrow you.* 

Will this content you Kate ? 

La. it muft of force. Exeunt. 

£ntcr 'Prince ard Foynes. 

Tritice. AiW,pretbee come out of that fat roome, and lend 
me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poynes . Where haft been ^ Halit 

Prin. With three or foure Logger-heads.amongft three or 
foure-fccre Hogs-heads.l haue founded the very bale firing 
of Humilitie.Sirra,! am Iworne brother to a lealh ol Drawers 
andean call them allby their Chriftian names, as Tom.Dick# 
and Francis i they take it already vpon their faluation, that 
though 1 be Prince oi (Vales, yet 1 am the king of Cnrtefe , Sx, 
tell me flatly, I am not proud lacks like Falfiaffe j buta Corin- 
thian, Had ofmettall,agood Boy(by the Lord lb they cal me) 
and when I am king of England, \ lhallcommand al the good 
lads in Eajlcheap. They call drinking deepe,dying Scarlet;& 
when you breath in your watring,they cry hem, and bid you 
play it off. To conclude , I am fo good a proficient in one 
quarter sfan Foure, that I can drinke with any Tinker in hts 
ownelanguage during my life, 1 will tell thee Ned, thou haft 
loft much honor, that thou wert not with me in this a&ion .* 
but fweet iW<f;,tofweeten which name of Ned, I giue thee this 
penniworth of Sugar , clapt eucn now into my hand by an 
vnder skinker, one that neuer fpake other Englifh in his life, 
then S.fhillings & 6.pcnce, &Touare welcome , with this fhrill 
add i tion, Anon, anon fir, skore a pint ofBaJlardin the Halfe moon, 
or fo. But AW, toariue away time till Falfiaffe come, I pre- 
thee doe thou ftandinfomeby-roome, while I queftion my 
puny Drawer, towhatend he gaue me the Sugar, & 
teauecalling Francis , that his tale to me may be nothin 
Anon ftep afide,and lie fhew thee a prefent. 

P oinesr Francis* 

Prince. Thou art perfect 

Peines. Francis* 

Lran. ^non^non ftrjlooke down into thcPorngranct, Halfe. 
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prince. Come hither Francis. 

Frauds. My Lord, 

Prince. How long haft thoutoferue,Fr<*w«? 

Francis. Forfoothfiue yeares,andas much as to 
Poines. Francis. 

Francis. Anone, anone fir. 

Frince. Fiueyeares^berlady along leafe for thechincking 
of Pewter : But Francis, dareft thou be fo valiant, as to play 
the coward with thy Indenture, and Ihew it a faire paireof 
heeles, and runne from it? 

f rands, O Lord fir. He be fworne vpon all the bookej in 
England^ could find in my heart. 

Pomes. Francis. Francis. Anonefir, 

prince. How old art thou Francis ? 

Francis , Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I 
tomes . Francis. 

Francis. Anone fir, pray you (lay al 
Prince. Nay but harke you Francis , for the 
gauefif me.t’was but a penny worth,waft not 
Francis. O Lord, 1 would it had be? 

Prince. I will giue thee tor it a thoufand p 
when thou wilt, and thou (halt haue it. 

Poines. Francis. Francis, non,anonc, 

'prince. Anon FrancisiNo Francis > but to morrow Francis , 
or Francis, on thurleday % or indeed Francis , when thou wilt 
But Francis. 

Francis . My Lord, . , 

Prince. Wiltthou rob this Leathernc Ierkm.Chmtall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agatring, Pukeftocking, Caddicc garter, 
Smooth tongue, Spanilh pouch? 

Francis. O Lord fir, who do you meane ? ^ 

Prince. Why then your Browne baftardeisyour one ie 
dnnke ; for looke you Francis, yont White canuaffe doublet 
will fulley ♦ I n Barbary fir, it cannot come to to muc i* 
Francis. What fir; poines. 

Prince. Away you rogue.doft thou not heare them 
<f Fieere they both call him , the Drawer fiands amaze , no 
* • ■ » < . Enter Vintner. _ 
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Vint. What,ftandft thou ftill, and hcareft fuch a calling ? 
looketo theGheftes within. My Lord, old fir lehn with halfe 
a dozen more.ai e at the dorc,fhall 1 let them in ? 

Prin. Let them alone awhile,& then open the dore:P nines. 

Poines. A none, anone fir. Enter Poines. 

Prin. Sim, Faifiaffe and the reft of the Theeues,are at the 
doore,lhall we be merry? 

Poin , As merry as Crickets, my lad : but harke yee, what 
cunning match haue you made with this ieft of the Drawer $ 
come, what’s the ifiue? 

Prin. I am now of al humors,that haue (hewed themfelues 
humors, (incetheold daies of good man Adam, to the pupill 
age of this prefent Twelue a cloke at midnight. What’s a 
clock e Francis ? 

Francis. Anone, anone fir. 

Prin. Thateuerthis fellow fliould haue fewerwords then 
a Parret,& yet the fon ofaVVoman.His induftry is vp ftaires 
anddowne ftaires,his eloquence the parcell of a reckoning.1 
am not yet of Perceys mind, the Hotfpur of the North, he that 
kils me fome d or 7, dozen of Scots at a breakfaft, wafhes his 
hands, and fayes to his wife, Fievponthisquietlife, Iwant 
worke.G my fvveet Harry fayes (he! how many haft tnoulild 
to daylGiue my Roan horfe a drench(fayes he)and anfwers, 
fome fourteene,an hour after; a trifle, a trifle , Iprethee cal in 
Falflaffe, lie play Percy , and that damnde Browne fhall play 
Dame Mortimer his wife. Rim ,faies the drunkar dicall in ribs, 
call it* Tallow. 

Enter Falflaffe* 

Poines, Welcome Iacke, where haft thou bcene? 

Faif. A plague ofall cowards I fay, and a vengeance too, 
marry & Amen: giuemcacupoffackboy. E’relleadthis 
life long He fow neather ftocks, & mend them,& foot them 
roo.A plagueof all cowards; Giue me a cup of faeke, rogue, is 
tliere no vertue extant? 

Prin. Di d ft thou neuer fee Titan kiiTe a difh of butter ,pitti- 
full hearted Titaathat melted ar the fweet tale of the bun? if 
thou didft, then behold that compound. 

D j. Falfl. 
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IW.You rogue, here’s Lime in this Sack too, there is nothing 
but rogcry to befound in vtllanous manjyet a coward is worle 
then acup offack with lime in it. A viilanous coward,go thy 
waies old lacks , die when thou wilt, if'manbood, good ni a /. 
hood be not forgot vpon the face of the earth , then am h 
Ihotten herringithere hues not 3 . good men vnhangd m £>/.. 
land, and one of them is fat, and groweS old ; God helpc ti;e 
while, a bad world I fay : 1 would 1 were a weauer.l could fi™ 
Pfalmes,or any thing. A plague of all cowards,! fay (hi). 
Print* How now Wollacke,what mutter you ? 

Pal* A Kings Son? if I doe not beat thee out ofthy King, 
dome with a dagger of Lath, and driue all thy Subietts afore 
theelikeafl ckeof Wild-geefe, Ileneuerwearehaireonmy 

face more, you Prince ot Wales* 

Prin. Why you horfon round man, what’s the matter? 
Pal* Arc you not a coward? anfwere me to that, and pom 
there. 

Prin. Zoundsy e fat paunch, and ye call me coward,by the 
Lord jle Itab thee. 

pal. I call thee coward? jle fee thee damndeeare I callrhee 
coward, but 1 would giuc a thouiand pound 1 cold runasfaft 
as thou canft. Y ou are ftraight enough in the fhoulders,you 
care not who fees your backe: call you that backing of your 
friends?aplaguevponfuch backing.* giuemethemthatwill 
face me,giue me a cup of fack,I am a rogue ifl drunk today 
Prt. O villaine,thy lips arefcarce wip’d fincethou drunkft 
la ft. Pal. yell’s one for that. He drinks * 

Aplagueofallcowars ftilUay 1. 

Prin . What’s the matter? 

Pal. What’s the matter? heerebee foure ofvs, hauetanca 
thoufand poundthis morning. 

Prin. Whereis it lacks * where is it? 
palf. Where is it ? taken from vs it is ? a hundred vpon 
poore foure of vs. 

Prin. What,# hundred man f , 

pal. I am a ro uc,if 1 weare nota halfe !word,with adore 
of them two houres together. 1 f aue fcaped by miracle, am 
eight times thruft through the Doublet, foure, through/ 
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Hofe,my buckler cut through & through, my Sword hack't 
like a ,eece fignum. 1 neuer dealt better fince I was a 

man, all would not do. A plague ofalcowards.lct them /peak 
if they fpeake more or leffe then truth, they arc villaines, and 
thefonnes of darknelfe. 

Gad. Speakeiirsjhow was it ; 

Rofs* Weefoure let vpon fome dozen, 
palft . Sixteene at leaft, my Lord. 

Rofs. Andboundthem. 

Peto. No,no,they were not bqund* 
pal. You rogue they were bound, euery man of them, or I- 
am a lew elfe,an Ebrew lew. 

"RpJ 5* As we were fliaring,£bme 6 . or 7. frefhmen fet vpo vs. 
pal. And vnbound the reft, and then come in the other. 
Prin* What fought ye with them all? 

Pal. All ? J know not whatyou call all .* but ifl foughtnot 
with fifty of them , I a.n a bunch Radilh ; if there were not 
two or threeand fifty vpon poore old Zw^thcn am I no two 
leg*d creature. 

P oin. P ray God you haue not murthered fome of them. 
Pal. Nay that’s paft praying for, I haue pepper’d two of 
them, Two f am lure I haue payed, two rogues in Buckrom 
(lites : I tell thee what Hal,ifl tel thee alie,(pit in my face; cal 
me Horfe : thou knoweft my old w'ord: here I lay,and thus I. 
bore my point.-foure rogues in buccorom let driue at me. 
Prin. What,foure?thou fa id ft but two, euen now. 

Pal. Foure Hdl,\ told thee foure. 
c Pein. 1, 1; he faid foure. 

Pal. Theie four e came all a front,& mainely thruft at roej 
lmade no more adoe., buttooke all their feuen points in my 
Target, thus. r 7 

Prsn. Sfcuenjwhy there were but foure, euen now. 

Pal. In Buccorom. 

Potn. L foure, in Buccorumfuites. 

Pal. Seuen,by thefe Hilts, or 1 am avillaincelfc. 

vfr a ^ onc J we (hall haue more anon. 

tal J* Hoeit thou hear me Hal. 

?rm, land marks thee too, lack?* 

Falf* 




* The mm of 

Falf Dofo/or it is worth the liftning to, thefe nine in Buc. 
krom,that 1 told thee er. 

Prin. Soj two more already. 

Fa If. Their points being broken, 

Foines. Downe fell his hofe. 

FaL. Began to giue me groundnut I followed me clofe,came 
in foot & hand,& with athoughtjfeueB ofthc elcuen ] paid. 
Tnn.O monftrous'.eleuen bukrommen grown out of two? 
Fal. But as the diuell wold haue it, three mif-begdtte knaues 
in Kendall greeen,came at my back e and let driue at me. tor it 
was lo darke, Hal, that thou couldli not feethy hand. 

*Prin. Thefe lyes arclike the father that begets the, gtofle 
as a moutain.ope palpable.Why thou clay- braind gut^chou 
knotty-pated foole,thou horfon obl’ccnegreafie tallowcatcb. 

Fal. What/art thou mad/ art thou mad/ is not the truth the 
truth 3 

Prin . Why how could ft thou know thefe men in teiM 
greene, when it wa*s fo darke thou couldft not fee thy hand S • 
come tell vs your reafon,What fai ft thou to this / 

Points . Come your rcafon lacke,your realon. 

Fat. What, v pon compulfior./ Zounds, and Iwertauta 
ftrappado,or al the racks in the world, I would not telyouon 
compulsion. Giue you areafon on compulfion / if reafons 
were as plenty as blackberries. I would giue no man a reafon 
vpon compulfion, I. 

Prin. He be no longer guiltie of this fin, This fanguine co* 
ward. this bed-preifer,this horfe-back-brcaker, this huge hill 
offlefh. 

Fal, Zbloud you ftaruling,you elfskin, you dried neatstong, 
bu!s-pizzell,you ftock-fiili: O forbreath tovtterwharislike 
thee/you taylersyard.you (heath, you bowrafe.you vile ftan- 
dingtucke. 

Prin Wei, breath awhile, and then toitagaine,& when thou 
haft tired thy felfe in bafecoparifons,hear mefpeak bat thus* 
Poyn. Marke,/<* 0 ^. 

Pnn, We tw o.faw you foure, fet on foure& boundthem ^ 
were matters of their wehh.marke now how aplaine tale ft* 
put you downe ; then did we two fet on you loure, and with i 
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I worti, outfac’d you from your prize, & haue it, yea, & can (hew 

it you here in the houl* : and FalftaJffe,yo u carried your guts a- 
way as nimbly, with as quickdexterity, & roared tormercy,and 
ftill run and roare,as cuer I heard Bul-calfc, Whata (laueart thou 
to hack thy (word as thou haft done, & then fay it was in light i 
what tricke l what deuice l what ftarting hole canft thou now 
find out, to hide thee from this open andapparant lliame i 
pein. Come lets hcare l ache, what tricke haft thqu now / 

Falf. By the Lord, I knew yeeas well as hee that madeyee. 
Why hearc you mymaifters, was it fbrmee, to kill the Heire 
apparant/ Should I turne vpon the true Prince /Why, thou 
knoweft I am as valiant as Hercules: but beware inftin<ft,theLi- 
on will not touch the true Prince, inftinftisa great matter. I 
was a Coward on in fti n<$, 1 (hali thinks the better of my felfe, 
and thee, during my life; I.for a valian t Lion, alid thou for a true 
Prince; but, by the Li rd Lads, I am glad you haue the money. 
Hnllelle clap to the doores, watch to night, pray tomorrow: 
Gallants, Lads, Boyes, Hearts of gold , all the titles of good 
fellow fh i p come to you. What, fliallwe be merry / ihall wee haue 
a Play extempore/ 

Pnn. Content, and the argument Hull bee, thy running aw ay. 

fah A'Tib more of that Hal ,5c thou loueft me. Enter Hofojfe. 
Hof. O lefu, my Lord the Prtnce ! 

Prin. How now mv Lady th cHoJfejfe, what faift thou to me ? 
Hf Marry, my L.there is aNoble man of the court, at doorc 
would fpeake with you : he layes he comes from your father, 
Pnn, Giue him as much as will make him a Royal! nian., and 
fend him backeagaineto my mother. 

Fal. What manner of man is hes* 

Hof , An old man. 

Fal. What dothgrauiticoutof liisBed at midnight/ Shall I 
I giue him his anfwer f 

Prin. Prethcedoc lacke. ■ 

Fal. Fayth,and ilefend him. packing, 

Prm. Now firs: birlady you fought faire, fo did you Peto, fb 
did you Bardol • you are Lyons too,you ran away vpon inftin<ft a 
you will not touch the true Prince, no fie. 

SV. Faith, I ran when Ilaw others runne, 
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Prince. Faith, tell me now in earned, how came p a ifi«/jf es 
Sword To ha ckt? 

Teto. .Why he backt itwith his Dagger, and faid he would 
{WearetiutliGUtof Pnelattd out hcc would make you bdeeueit 
was done in fight, and perfuaded v s to doc t he like. 

Cor, Yea, and to tickle our nefes with fpeare-graire, to make 
thembleede, and thentobeilubbtrourgarments withit, and 
fweare it w as the blood oftrue men. I did that I did not thisfea- 
uen yeare before, 1 bluiht to hearc his monfirous deuifes. 
‘Prin. Ovillaine,thcuftolcftacupofSackceighteeneycere$ 

ago, and werttaken with the manner, and euer iincethouliaft 
blufht extempore, thou had It fire and fword on thy Iide,andyet 
thou ranft away : what inftintft hand thou tor it ? 

Bar. My Lord, doe you fee thefe meteors? doe you behold 



thefeexhtflations?' 

Prin. I doe. 

Bar. What thinke you they portend ? ' 

fPrin Hot Liuers, and cold Purees. 

Bari Choler,roy Lord, if rightly taken. 

Enter Faiftalffe. ' 

prin* No, if rightly taken. Halter. Here comes leane lacks, hm 
fSDnies bare-bone. How now my fweetc creature of Bombaft, 
trow long ls’tago, lacks, fince thou faweft thine owne Knee J 

Fal. MyowneKnee/ when I was about thy yeares (Bit) I 
was not an Eagles talent in the waft : I could haue crept in to a- 
By Aldermas thumbe-rirg .* a plague of fighing and griefe, it 
fciowesa man vp like a bladder. Tker’svillanousncwes abroad, 
here was fir lohn braby from your Father .• you mud goetothe 
Court in the morning. The fame mad fellow of the North Percy, 
ai)d he at Wales, that gaue Jmcmcnthe Baftinado, and made 
cuckold, and fworethe Dwell his true liegeman vpon 
the Crolie of a welch houke ; what a plague call you him 

Pain, O Giendmver, 

TaL Own,. Owen, the fame, and his Sonne in la w Mortimer, 
and old Northumberland, and thelprigbly Scot pfScoKcsZ>«* 
j4*jfe,tdiatrunnesaborfe , -backevp a hill perpendicular. 

Prin. Heethat rides at highspeed, and with a PiftollkiiKsa 
Sparrow flying. , 
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Falf. You haue hi t it. 

<p rente. So did he ncuer the Sparrow, 

Falf. Well,that rafcall hath good mettall in him , he Will not 

rU prince. Why what a rafcall art thou thereto praife him fo for 

Ahorfc-backe {yeeCuckoe) but on footehee will not 
budge a foote* 

Prin. Yes /rf^vponintHnd:. 

Falf* 1 grant ye, vpon well, heeis there too, and one 

CHordaks, and a thoufand blew Caps more. Worcefler is ftolne 
away by night, thy fathers beard is turn’d white with the newes, 
you may buy Land now as cheapc as ftincking Mackreli. 

Prin. Then t’is like, if there come a hot Siinne, and this ciuill 
buffeting hold , wee (hall buy Mayden-heads as they buy Hob- 
nailes, by the hundreds. 

Fal. By the Malle lad, thou faid true, it is like wee (ball haue 
good trading that way. But tell me Hal. Art not thou horrible a- 
feard ? thou being Heire apparent , could the world picke thee 
out threefuch Enemies againe, as that fiend pomelos-. that fpirit 
Percy , and mat diuell cjlendmer ? Art thou not horrible afraide? 
doth northy' hlood thrill at it l 

Prin. Nor awhit yfaith : I lacke fbme of thy inftindf. 

Falf. W'cll, thou wilt Be horrible chidde to morrow when 
thou commed to thy Father t if thou doe loue mec, pradhfean 
anfwcre. 

Prince. Dothou (land for my Father., and examine me vpon 
{he particulars of my life. 

Fal. Shall I? content : this Chaire (bathe my State, this Dag- 
ger my Scepter, and this Cafhin my Crowne. 

Prin. Thy State is taken for a ioynd lfoole,thy golden Scep- 
ter for a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich Crowne, for a pit- 
tifull bald Crowne. 

Falf. Well, and the fire of Grace he not quite out of thee, 
now (halt thou be moued, Giue mee a cuppe of Sacke to make 
mine eyes looke redde, that it may be thought I haue wept : 
For I mufffpeake inpaflion , and I willd^e it in King Cambejes 

vaine, 
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P ri». Well.hecre is ray legge. 

.Fal. And heere is my fpeech .• ftand afide Nobiiifie, 

Ho. Olefu, this is excellent fport, yfaith. 

Fal. Weepe not fweet Queene, for tricklingteares are vainc, 

Ho. O the father, how he holds his countenance ? 

Fal For Gods fake Lords? conuey my truftfuH Qjjeene : 
Fortearesdcftopthefioud-gatesofhereies. . r> 

Ho. O lelu , bee doth it as like one of thefe harlotry Flayers, 
as euer 1 lee* 

Fd. Peace good Pint- pot, peace good tickle braine. 

Harry, 1 doe not onely mafuell where thou fpendeft thy time, 
but alfo, how thou artaccompanyed For though the Cammo-. 
mile, the more itist-.oden, the fatter it-growes; yetyouth , the 
more it is wafted, the (ooner it weares ; thou art my fonne, I haue 
partly chy.motheraword, partly my opinion; but chiefly, avil- 
laneus trickeof thineeye , and afoolilh hanging of thy neathcr 
lip,thatdoth warrant me. I f then thou be fonne to me,herelieth 
thepoynt; why, being fonne to me, art thoufo pointed at: fhall 
the blelled fonne of heauen proue a michcr,and eate Blackeber- 
ries? a queflion not to be askt. Shall thefoimeof prone 

a thiefe, and take purfes? a quellion to be askr. There is a thing, 
Harry, which thou haft of ten heatd of, and it is knowne to ma- 
ny in our Land, by the name of Pitch;this Pitch ( as ancidiit wri- 
ters doe report)doth defile? fo doth tHecompany thoukeepeft: 
For Harry, now I doe not fpeake to thee indrinke, but in teares, 
not in pleafui e, butinpaflion; notin wordsonely, but in woes 
alfo: andyetthereis averruuusman, whom I haue often noted 
in thycompany,but I know not his name* 

Vrtr.ce. Whar manner of man.andit likeyour Maieftie? 

Fal. A goodly portly man y faith, and a corpulent,ofa cheer- 
full look, a pleafing eie,and a nioft noble cariage,and as 1 think, 

'his age fome fifty, orbirlady, inclining to threefcore, and now 

I remember me, his name is Faljlajfe: ,f that man fliould belewd- 
ly giuen,hc deceiues me. Fof Harry, I fee venue in his lookes; if 
then the tree may be knowne by the fruit, as the fruit by rhe tree, 
then peremptorily 1 fpeake it , there is venue in tb&tFalplfe, 
him keepe withjthereft banilht and tell me now, thounaugwy 
varletj tell me, where haft thou been this month/ 1 

prince. 
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prince. Doft thou fpeake like a King ? doe thou ftand for me, 

and lie play my father* . . 

Fal. Depofeme,ifthou doft it halfelo grauely, fo maiethcal- 
\y. both iu word and matter, hang me vp by the hecles for a Rab- 
bet-fucker, or a Poult ers liare. 
prince Well, heere j am fet, 

Fatf And heere 1 ftand, iudge mymaifters* 

Prime. Now Harry, whence come you ? 

Fa If. Mynoble Lord, from Eaficheape, 

prince. ThecomplaintsI heare ofthee,aregncuou v* 

Falf. Zbloud my Lord, they are felfefr nay, 11 c tickle yec for a 
young Prince yfaith, 

Prmce. Sweated thou,vngracious boy? henceforth ncrelook 
on me, thou art violently earned away from grace* there is a Di- 
uell haunts thee in the likcnelfe of a fat old man, a tunne of man 
is thy companion .- why doft thou conucrfe with that trunke of 
humors, that boulting-hutch of beaftlincire,that fwolne parcell 
of Dropfies, that huge bombard of Sacke,that ftufft Clok e-bag 
of guttes, that rolled Mannmgtrec Oxc with the puddingin 
his belly, that reuerent V ice, that gray Iniquitic-thae father R ufi-’ 
fian,that vanity in yeares: wherein is hegood,butco taftc Sackc 
anddrinkeit rwhefein neateand cleanly ,but to carue a Capon 
and eate it ? wherein cunning, but in Ciaft ? v\hereincraftie,but 
in Villanie? wherein villanous, but in all things? wherein Wor- 
thy, hut in nothing ? 

Falf I would your Grace would take mee with you : whom 
meanes your Grace? < ► ’ 

Prince. That villanous abhominrble miileader of youth, Fal* 
fialffe, that old white-bearded Sathan. 

Fat. My Lord, the man I know. Pr/». I know thou doft . 

Fal. But to fay, 1 know more harme in him then in my felfe, 
were to fay more then I know .• that he is old (the more the pit- 
tie)his white haires do witnelTe it : but that he is (lauing.your re- 
uerence) awhoremafter,thatIvrterly deny : if Sacke and Sugar 
be a fault , God helpe the wicked : if to be old and merry be a 
finne , then many an.oid Hoft that I know , is damn’d : if to bee 
fme, be to be hated , then Pharaohs leane kine arc to beloued* 
No, my good Lord,banifh Peto, banifh Bardot, banish Pettits; but 
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for fweet lacke Falftaljfe, kind Iaeke Falfla/fe, true lack? Falfialfo 
valiant lacks Fatftaiffe, and therefore more valiant, being as hee 
is old Jacke Faifta/jfe, banifii not him.thy Flames company, ba- 
nifli not him chy Harries company * banilh plumpe Hike , and 
banilh all the world. 

‘print I doe, I will, Enter Bar doll running. 

Bar . Oj my Lord, my Lord, theSheriefe, with a moil mon- 
flrous Watch is at the dorc. 

Fat . Out you rogue, play out the Play .• I haue-muchtofay 
in the behalie ofthac Falftalffe. 

Enter the Hofieffe. 

Hof. O Iefu, my Lord, my Lord ! 

Falf. Heigh, heigh, the diuell rides vpon a Fiddle-flickc, 
what’s the matter? 

Hof. TheSherifeandallthc Watch are at the dore , they are 
come to fearch the Houfe, (ball I let them in l 

Falf. Doft thou heare Ate/? neuer call a true peeccofGolda 
Counterfeit, thou art eilentiaily made, without teeming lo. 

Prince. And thou a naturall Coward, without in 11 in ft. 

Falf. I denyyeur Maior; if ycu will deny the Shcnfe, fo, if 
not, let him enter. If I become not a Cart as wcl as another man, 
a plague on my bringing vp : I hoped fhail as foone be firangled 
with a Halter as an other. 

Prince. Goe hide thee behinde the Arras, the reft walkevpa- 
boue. Now my xVlafters,for a true Face and good Confcience, 

Falf Both which I haue had; but their date is out, atsd tber e* 
fore lie bide me, 

Vein, Call in the Sherife, 

Enter Sherife and the Carrier . 

P rin. Nowmaifter^herile,whatisyourv.illwithme? 

S her. Fir ft, pardon me,my Lord. A hue and cry hath followed 
ccrraincmcn vnto this houfe. 

Vrince. What men ? , t 

Sher. One of them is well knowne,my gracious Lord, a grolic 

fat man. 

(far. Asfat asButter, 

P rin. The man, I do allure you is not heere, 

For 1 my f'elfe atthistime haue employed him ; . 
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And She; ife, I will ingage my word to thee, 

That! will by to morrow dinnertime, 

Send him to anfwere thee or any man, 

For any thing Ire lhallbe charg’d withall, 

And fo let me intreatcyou lcauc the houfe. 

Sher. I will my Lord, there are two Gentlemen 
Haue in this robbery loft 300. markes. 

Prince. It may be fo : if he haue rob’d thefc men, 

He fhalbe anlwerable •• and fo farewell. 
sher. Good night, my noble Lord, 

P rin. I thinke it is good morrow, is it not ? 

Sher. Indeed my Lord, I thinke itbe two a clockc. Exit , 
Vrince, Thisoyly rafcallisknowncaswellasPoules : go call 
him forth. 

Pete. Faifialffe? faftafleepe behinde the Arras, and [sorting 
likeahorfe. 

P rin. Harke how hard he fetches breath, fearch his pockets. 

He Jearcheth his pockets , and findeth certaine papers, 

Vrince. What haft thou found ? 

Veto. Nothing but papers, my Lord. 

Prince ♦ Lets fee what be they : reade them. 

Item a Capon 

Itemfawce - , 

1 tern, Sacke, two gallops. 

Item Anchoues and Sacke after Sujapcr. 

Item bread. 

O monftrous, but one halfe peniworth ofbrcad to this intole- 
rable deale of Sacke; what there is elfe,keepeclofe, weelercade 
it at more aduantage. -there let him fleep till day* lie to the court 
in the morning, We mutt all to the w arrcs,and thy place fhalbe 
honourable. lie procure this fat rogue a charge of foote , and I 
know his death will be a match of tweluc fcorej the money (half 
be payed backeagaine with aduantage: bewithmee betimes in 
the morning, and fo good morrow Veto. 

Veto. Good morrow, good my Lord. Exeunt . 

Enter Hotjpur, Worcefttr, Lord Mortimer, 

Ovsen Glen dower. 

M«r, Thefepromifes are faire,the parties fure, 

’ v And 









The Hi fork of 

.id our induction fuliofprofperous hope# 

Hot. Lord Mortimer , and co®fm glendowr , wil you fit downd 
And vncle tVorcefier ; a plague v pon it, 1 haue forgot the Map, j 

Glen, No,heere it is; fit coofin Percy, fit good coofm 
for by that name , as often as Lancafter dothfpcake of you , his 
cheeke lookes pale, and with a riling ligh hee wifheth youja 
Heauen. 

Hot, And you in Hell > as oft as heehearcs Own Glendow 
fpoke of. 

Glen. 1 cannot blame him; at my natiuitic, 

The front of Heauen was full of firie fliapes, 

Of burning Credets: and at my birth, 

The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak’d likeaGoward. 

Hot, Why fo it would haue done atthefamefeafon, if your 
mothers Cat had but kitned, though your ielfe had neuer beene 
borne. 

Glen, I fay, the Earth did fliake when I was borne. 

- Hot, And I fay, the Earth was not of my minde, 

Ifyou fuppofe,as fearing you, it lliooke. 

Glen, The Heauens were all on fire, the Earth did tremble. 

Hot, Oh , then the Earth fliooke to fee the Heauens on fire, 
And notin feareofyourNatiuitie: 

Difeafed Nature oftentimes breakes forth 
In drange eruptions, and the teeming Earth, 

Is with a kinde of Collicke pincht and vext, 

By the imprifoningofvnruly VVinde 

-/> irfim her wombe, which for inlargement ftriuing. 

Shakes the old Beldame Earth, and topics downe 
Steeples, and molTe-grownc Towers. AtyourBirth 
Oui Gtandam Earth, hauingthisdifleroperature, 

In paflion fnooke. 

glen. Coofin, of many men 
I doe not bearethefe erodings : giue me leaue 
To tell you once againc, that at my Birth, 

The front of Heauen was full officrie fliapes. 

The Goats ranne from the Mountaines ; and the Heard* 
Were Srange ‘y clamorous to the frighted Fields, ^ 
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Ihefcfignes haue markt me extraordinary. 

And all the courfes of my life doe fliew, • 

1 am not in the roll of common men: 

Where is the liuing, dipt in with the Sea, 
ThatchidestheBanks England, Scot land, ind Wales, 

Which cals me pupill,or hath read to me. 

And bringhim out that is but Womans fonne. 

Can trace me in-the tedious wayes of <tA ft, . * 

e^nd hold me pace in deepe experiments# 

Hot, I thinke theres no man (peaks better Weljh t 
He to dinner# 

Mor. Peace coofen Percy you will make him mad# 
glen. I can call Spirits from thevally deepe. 

Hot. Why,focan l,orfocanany man.* 

But will they come, when you do call for them? 

(?/«>. Why, I can teach thee coofen,to command theDiucl. 
Hot. An, d lean teach thee coofen to fhame the Diuell, 

By tellingtruth. T ell truth,and fliame the Diuell. 

If thou haue power to raife him, bring him hither, 
e/tfiid lie befwornc,I haue power to fliame him henat# 

Oh while you liue, tell truth,and fliame the Diuell. 

Mor. Come,comeno more of this vnprofitable chat. 
Glen. Three times hath Henry Btitiingbrooke made head 
e^gainft my power, thrice from the bankes of fVye, 

And Sandy bottom’d Senerne haue I lent him 
Booties home, and weather-beaten backe. 

blot. Home without Bostes,and in foule weather too? 

How fcapes he agues in the diuels name? 

Glen, Come, Here is theMap,fhall we diuide ourright, 
-according to our threefold order tane? 

Mor. The iMrch-deacon hath deuided it 
Into three limits^ very equally o° 

England from Trent, and Senerne hitherto, 

4 u T, 0 U n h an d Eaft, is to my part affignde, 

‘. , cflward W </abeyond the Seuerne fhore 0 
And all the fertile land within that bound 
_ Owen Glendoweri and deare coofej to you 
he remnant Northward, lying off from Trent ^ 
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o^hd our indentures tripartite are drawne 
Which beingfcaled interchangeably, 
fo^bufincs that this night may execute;) 

T o morrow coofen 'Percy you and 1 

sA . nd my good Lord of Worcefier will fet forth. 

To meet your father and the Scottifh power. 

As is appointed vs at Shrewsbury. 

My father Glendotver is not ready yet. 

Nor fhall weneed his helpe thefefouretcene daiesj 
Within that fpace,you may haue drawne together 
Your tenants, friends and neighbouring Gentlemen. 

Glen. A ill orter time fhall fend me to you Lords, 

And in my conduct fhall your Ladies come, 

From whome you now muft fteale andtakenoleaue, 

For there will be a world ofwater fhed, 

Vponthe parting ofyourwiues and you. 

Hot. Me thinks my moity North from Burton heerc 
In quantity equals not oneofyours: 

See, how this riuer comes me cranking in. 

And cuts me from the beft of all my land, 

A huge halfe Moone,a monftrous fcantleout ; 
lie haue the currant in this place damnd vp. 

And here thefmug and filuer Trent fhall r un. 

In a newchannell, faire and euenly, 

It fhall not wind with fuch adeepe indent 
Torob meofforichabottomehere. 

(jien, Not wind? it fliall, itmuft, you fee it doth. 

Mor, Yea,butmarke how he bcares his courfe,& runs me 
vp,withlikeaduantage on theotherfidc, gelding the oppofed 
continent, as much,ason the other fide it takes from you. 

Wor. Yea,butalittlechargewilltrench him here, 

And on this Nortbfide,win this cape of land 
And then herunsftraight and euen. 

Hot. lie haue it fo,a little charge willdo it. 

Glen. Ilenothaueitaltred, 

Hot. Willnotyou? 

Glen. No, nor you fhall not, 

Hot, Who fhall fay menay? 

— . - • - • • Qlcfto- 
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Glen, Why, that will I, 

Hot, Let me not vnderfland you then, fpeak it in Wel[b, 
Glen , I can fpeake Snglifb Lord, as well as you, 

For 1 was traind vp in the Engltfh Court, 

Where, being but yong,I framed to the Harpc 
Many an Englifb dittie,louely well. 

And gaue the tongue a helpefull ornament; 

A vertue that was neuer feeae in you* 

Hot. Marry,and I am glad of it with all my heart, 

1 had rather be a kitten and cry mew. 

Then one of thefe fame miter ballet-mongers; 

I had rather hearea brafen cantticketurnd. 

Or a dry wheele grate on the axele-tree. 

And that would fetmy teeth nothing an edge, 

Nothing fo much as minting Poetry ; 

T’islike the forctgatc of a fhuffiing nag. 

Glen. Come you fhall haue Trent turnd. 

Hot. I doe not care, lie giue thrice fo much land 
Toany well deferuing friend ; 

But in the way ofbargaine, raa tkeyeme; 

He cauill on the ninth part of ahaire. 

Are the indentures drawne? fliall we begone? 

t, G ! e4 n TheMoone fliines faire,you may away by night; 

He halt the writer, and withal], 

Breake with your wiues,of your departure hence, 

I am afraid my daughter will run mad. 

So much (he doteth on her Mortimer , . Exit, 

Mor. Fie, cofen Percy, how you erode my father. 

I cannot chufe,fometitne he angers me 
With telling me of the Moldwarp and the Ant, 

Otthe dreamer Merlin, andhis Prophecies; 

And, ofa dragon and a finlelfe fifli, 

Aclip-wingd Griffin,and a moultenRauen, 

^couching Lion, and a ramp mg Cat, 

"iid fuch a deale of Skimble skamble ftuffe, 

"s puts me from my faith. 1 tell you what, 

I me laft night, at leafl,ninehoures, 

n rec koning vp the fcuerall diuels names, 

F 2 Thp 
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T hat were his Lackies : I cried hum, and well, no to. 

But markt him not a word;0,he is as tedious b 
Asa tyred Horfc;arayling Wife, 

Worfe then a finokie Houfe. I had rather liue 
W ith Cheefe and fSarhfcc in a Windmill farre. 

Then feed on catejs,and haue him talke to me* 

In any Summer-hjbufc in Chrittendome. 

Mor. In faith he was a worthy G entleman. 
Exceeding well read and profited 
Jn ftrange concealments, valiant as a Lion, 

And wondrous affable, and asbountifull 
As Mines of India: if all 1 tcllyou.Coofen, 

He holds your temper in a high refped, 

And curbs himfelfe,euen of his naturall fcope. 

When you come crofle his humor,faith he docs : 

I warrant you, that man is not aliue. 

Might fo haue tempted him, as you haue done,. 
Without the tail ofdanger and reproofc; 

But doe not vfe it oft, let me intreat you. 

Wor. In faithjtny Lord, you are too wilfullblame, 
And finceyour comming hither.haue doneenough 
To put him quite belides his patience; 

You muft needs learne,Lord, to amend this fault. 
Though fometimes it fliewgreatnetfe, courage, blood. 
And thats the deareft grace it renders you : 
Yetoftentimes it doth prefent harfli rage, 

Defeft of manners, want ofgouernement, 

Pride, hautineire,opinion, and difdaine; 

Theleaft of which haunting a Nobleman, 

Lofeth mens hearts,and leaues behind a ftaine 
V pon the beautie ofall parts belides. 

Beguiling them ofcommi-ndation. 

Well, I am lchooId,Good-manner‘s be yourfpeed 
He ere come our wiues,and let vs take our leaues. 

Enter (jlendamr, with the Ladies. 

Utfor. T his is the deadly fpight that angers me, 
my Wife can fpeake no Engltfh, I no Welfh. 

$lcx. My Daughter weepes,lheele not part with you, 
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Sheelebeafouldier too, Iheeletothewarres. 

Mor Good father tell her, that lhe,and my Aunt Percy, 
Shall follow in yourcondud fpeedily. 

Glendower Jpea^es to her invselpj, and pie anjwercs 

him in the fame* 

Glen . She is defperat hecre, 

Apeeuifli felfe-wil’d harlotry, one that no perfwafion can doc 
coodvpon. 

The Lady Jpeakes in Welfh. 

Mor. I vnderftand thy lookes,that pretty welfli, 

Which thou powreft downe from thefefwelling heauens, 

I am too perfed in,and but for lhame 
Infuch a parley fliould I anfwerethec. 

The Lady againe in Welfh, 

GMor, I vnderftand thy k dies, and thou mine, 

And thatsa feeling deputation : 

Butlwillneuerbe atruantlcue, 

Tilll haueleam’d thy language.for thy tongue 
Makes Weljh as fweets as ditties highly pend. 

Sung by a faire Quecne in a Summers bowre. 

With rauilhing diuifion to her lute. 

Glen. Nay,if thou melt, then will fherunnemacL 
The Lady Jpeakes againe in Welfh. 

Mor , 0,1 am ingnorance it felfe in this. 

Glen . She bids you on the wanton rulheslay you downe. 
And reft your gentle head vpon her lap, 

And Ihe will fing the fong that plsaleth you, 

And on your eyelidscrowne the God of fleepe. 

Charming your bloud with pleafing heauinetre. 

Making fuch difference betwixt wake and fleepe s 
As is the difference betwixt day and night. 

The houre before the heauenly harueft teeme 
Begins his golden progrefle in theEaft. 

Mor. With all my heart lie fit and heareher fing, 

By that time will our bookel thinkebc drawne. 

(?&». Do fo,and thofe Mufitions that (hall play to you. 
Hang in the ay re a thoufand Leagues from thence, 
And.ftraighttbey fhall be here, fit and attent. 

F 3 He*. 
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H,t, Come 7^ thou art perfetf i„ l yin « c!e 
The L?lfujick$ playes. 

Hot. Now I percciuc the diuell vndcrftands Welfb 

And t is no maruell he is fo humorous, 

Birlady he is a good muficion. 

Lady. Then vvoitldyou be nothing but muficalh 
For you are altogether gouerned by humors: 

Lieihll ye thiefe,and hearc the Lady fingin tVelfa 

Lady y my breech howle in Jrifa 
La. I should ft hauc thy head broken; 1 
Hot , No. - 

La, rhcnbeftill. 

Hot . Neither, t’is a womans fault. 

La. Now God helpethee. 

Hot, To the Wejb Ladies bed. 

La, What’s that? 

Hot, Peace 3 lhefings. 

^ He ere the Lady fags a welfh [eng. 

Hot, Come, Ilehaucyourlongtoo. 

La, Not mine in goodfooth. 

H<*, Not yours fn good foothjHartyou fweare like a com: 
fitmakcrs wife, not you in good footh, & as true aslliue,and 
as God ill all mend me, and as fure as day: 
e^nd giueft fuch farcenetfurety for thyothes 
As ifthou neuerwalkft further then Ttnsbury: 

Sweare me Kate, like a Ladie as thou art, 

A good mouth filling oath,andleaueinfbotb, 

,*4nd fuch proteft of pepper ginger-bread, 

Toveluetgards,andSunday-Cittizens, 

Come,fing. 

La. Iwillnotfing, 

Hot, Tis the next way to turnc tayler,or be red-breft teacher 
and the indentures be drawne,jle away within thefe 2 , hours, 
and io come in when ye will. Exit. 

Glen, Come, come,Lord UWcrtimertyou ate flow, 
ois Hot Lord P grey is on fire to goe. 
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By this our Booke is drawn e,weele but feale, 
j n d then to horfe immediately. 
jMtr* With all my heart. Extant. 

Enter the King,V rinse of Wales , and other. 

%ir.g. Lords, glue vs leaue,the Prince of Wales find I, 
jdufl haue fome priuate conference, but be neere at hand, 

‘ For we Ihall prefcntly hauc need ofyou. Exeunt Lords, 

I know not whether God will haue itfo. 

For fome difpleafingferuice I haue done, 

That in his fecret doome, out of my blood, 

Hcc’le breed reuengement and a fcourgefor ine: 

But thou doft in the palTages oflife, 

Make me beleeuc,that thou art oncly mark’t 
Forthe hot vengeance, and the rodof Heauen, 

Topunilh my miftreadings , Tcllmcelfe 
Could fuch inordinate and low defires, 

Such poore, fuch bare,fuch lewd,fuch meane attempts. 

Such barren pleafures,rudefocietie. 

As thou art matcht withall,and grafted to. 

Accompany the greatnes of thy blood. 

And, hold theirleuell with thy Princely heart? 

P rin. So pleafe your Maieftie, f would 1 could 
Quit all offences with as clcare excufc. 

As well as I am doubtlelle I can purge 
Myfelfe of many I am charg’d withall: 

Yet fuch extenuation let me beg, 

As in reproofe of many tales deuifde, 

Which oft the eare of greatnes necdsmuft heart 
By fmilingPick-thankes^and bafe newes-mongers, 

I may for fome things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wandred,and irregular. 

Find pardon on my truefubmiftion. 

King. God pardon thee, yetlet me wonder Harry y 
-^tthyaffettionSjW’hichdoe hold awing 
Quite from the flight of all thy anceftors: 

| Thy place in Counfcll thou haft rudely loft, 

Which by thy yonger Brother is fupplide; 

-^nd art almoft an alien to the hearts 

• ' Of 
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Of all the Court and Princes of my bloud, 

The hope and expe&aion of thy time, 

Is ruin’d, and the foule of euery man 
Prophetically do fore-thinke thy fall; 

Had Ifo lauilh of my pretence beene. 

So common hackneid in the eies ofmen, 

So dale and cheap to vulgar company, 

Opinion that did helpe me to the Crowne 
Had ftillkept loyall to poifelfion,. 

And left me in reputeles baniihment. 

A fellow of no rnarke nor likelihood. 

By being feldomefeene,I could not ftir 
But like a Comet 1 was vvondred at. 

That men would tell their Children, This is he ; 
Others would fay,\vhere,which is 'Buliingbrooks t 
And then 1 ftoleallcurtelie from heauen, 

And dreft my felfe in fuch hunnlicie. 

That I did plucke allegiance from mens harts: 
Loud ihoutes and faiutations from their mouthes 
Euen in the prefence ofthe crowned King. 

Thus I did keeps my perfon freih and new. 

My prefence like a robe pontificall, 
Ne’refeene,but wondred at, and fo my ftate 
Seldome,butfumptuous,ftiewedlike a lea ft 
And wan by rarenes fuch folemnity. 

The skipping king, he ambled vp and downe. 
With lhallow iefters,and ralh bauin wits, 

Soone kindled, andfoone burnt, carded his ftate. 
Mingled his royalty with Carping fooles; 

Had his great name prophaned with their fcornes, 
And gaue his countenance againft his name. 

To laugh at gybirtgBoycs,and {land the puih 
Of euery bear dies vainccomparatiue 
Grew a companion to the common ftreets, 
Enforc’t himfelfe to popularity, 

That being daily fwailowed by mens eyes. 

They fiirfetted with hony, and began to loath 
The taft offwetnes, whereof a little. 
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More then a little, is by much too much* 

So when he had occafion to be feene, 
He\vas,butasthcCuckow is in lune. 

Heard, not regarded : feene but with fuch eyes 
As heke and blunted with community, 

Afford no extraordmariegaze* 

Such as is bent on fun-like Maiefty, 

When it Ihines feldomein admiring eyes. 

But rather drowzd,and hung their eye-lids doVnc 
' slept in his face, and rendred fuch afpeft 
As cloudy men vfe to doe to their aduerfaries. 
Being with his prefence, glutted, gorgde, and full. 
And in that very line, Harry ftandeft thou. 

For, thou haft loft thy Princely priuiledge, 
with vile participation, Not an eye 
But is a weary of thy common fight, 

Saue mine, which hath defired to fee thee mofe. 
Which now doth that I would not haue it done, 
Make blind it felfe with foolith tend erne fle. 

7m. I fhali hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord 
Be more my felfe. King*. For all the world 
As thou art to this howre, was Michardthcn, 

When I from France fet foot at Rautnfpttrgh, 

And euen as I was then, is Percy now: 

Now by my feepter and my foule to boote. 

He hath more worthy intereft to the ftate. 

Then thou, the lhadow offucceflion, 

For of no right nor colour like to right* 

He doth fillfieldes with Harnes in the Realms, 
Turns head againft the Lyons armed Iawcs, 

And being no more indebt to yeares, then thou 
f eadft ancient Lords,and reuerent Bifliops on. 

To bloody battels, and to brufing armes, 

Amat neuer dying honor hath he got, 

^gainft renowued 'Bowglas? whofc high deedcs, 
Whofe hot incurfions and great name in Armes, 
ttolds from all Souldiers chiefc majority , 

And military title capitall, < 
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Through all the kingdomes that acknowledge Chrift 
Thrice hath the Hotfpur Mars in iwathing clothes * 
This infant warriour, in his efitcrprifes, 1 

Difcomfited great Dowg/as, tane him once, 

Enlarged hini,and made a friend of him. 

To fid the mouth of deepc defiance 
And fluke the peace and fafety of'oui 
And what fay you to this » Tercy Northumberland, 
The Archbiihops Grace ofYotkc, DowgJas, 
Capitulate again/! vs, and are vp. 

But, wherefore do I tell thefe newes to thee ? 

Why, Harry do I tell thee of my foes, 

Which art my neerftand deerett enemy ? 

That thou art like enough through vailall 
5afe inclination, and the flart of fpleene, 

To fight again/! me vnder Per eyes pay, 

To dog his heeles,andcurtfieathis frownes, 

To (hew how much thou art degenerate, 

7>m. Doe not thinke Co, you. /hall not findc it Co, 
And God forgiuc them, that fo much hauefwayde 
Your Maiefties good thoughts away from me ; 

1 will redeeme all this on Percyeshtad • 

And in t he doling of fome glorious day 
Be bould to tell you that I am your Tonne, 

When 1 willweareagarmentallofbloud, 

And flaine my fauours in a bloudy maske, 

Which vvafht away, fliall Icoure my fhame witl 
And that (hall be the day, when ere it 
Thatthisiame child ofhonour and 
This gallant Hotjpur, this all-prayfed knight. 

And your vnthought of Harry chance to 
For euery honor fittingon bis helme. 

Would they were multitudes, and one my head 
My fhame redoubled. For thetime wiilcome 
That I (ball make this Northerne youth exchange 
Hisg orious deedes for my indignities, 

Awry is but my Fador, good my Lord 

l.o cngrollc my glorious deeds on my behalfe, , 
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And I will call him to fo Hr id account. 

That he fliall render euery glory vp, , 

Yea,euen the flighted wot fhip of his time, 

Or I will teare the reckoning from his heart. 

This in the name of God I promife here, 
Thewhichifhebepleafd I fhall performe 

I do befeech your Maieflie may falue, 

The long growne woundes of my intemperance i 
If not, the end oflife cancels all bands. 

And I will die an hundred thoufands deaths. 

Ere breake the flnallcft parcell of this vow. 

King. A hundred thoufand rebels die in this. 

Thou flialt haue charge, and foueraine trud herein. 

How now good Blunt l thy lookcsarefullof lpeed. 

Enter Blunt , 

Blunt. So hath the buifincs that I come to fpeake or. 

Lord OVlertmer of Scotland h&th lent ward, 

That Dowglas and the Englijh rebels met. 

The eleuenth of this moneth,at Shrewsbury* 

A mighty and a fearefull head they are, 

(If promifes be kept on euery hand) 

As euer offered foule play in a date. 

Kwg. The Earle oCWeftmerlandCtt fourth to day. 

With him my foone Lord lohn of Lane after. 

For this aduertifement is fine dayes old, 

On wednefday next Harry thou lbaltfet forward i 
On T hurfday, we our Iclues will march. Our meeting 
Is Bridgenorth, and Harry you fhall march 
Throug Gioccfter-fhtre, by which account 
Ourbuifines valued fometwelue dayes hence 
Our general ! forces at Brtdgenorth fliall meete* 

Our hands are full of buifincs, let’s away, 

Aduantagc feedes him fat, while men delay. Exeunt. 

Enter Fatbla/ffeand BardoH, 

Fal. Bar doll, am I not fallen away vilely fince this lafta&icn? 
doe I not bate? doe I not dwindle ? why my skin hangs about 
me like an old Lacies loolegowne, I am withered like an olds 
apple lohn. W ell, ile repent,and that fodainely, while Iatnm 
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Tome liking^! Hi all be outofheart fiiortly,& then I (hall hau 
ftrengthto repent. And I haue not forgotten what the i u S 
a Church is made of, I am a Pepper corne, a brewers horfe : 
infideofaChurch. Company, v illanous company hath b» 
thefpoyleofme, cene 

Bar. Str John, you arc & fretf»ll,yoH cannot line lone 

Fa/. Why there is it 3 come, fing me a bawdy Song, m a k en 
merry; I was as vertuoufly giuen, as a Gentleman need to bee 
vertuous enough, fwore little*, dic’d not abouefeauentimesa 
weeke , went to Bawdy houfe notaboue once in a quarter of a n 
howrje , paide money that I borrowed there or foure times, lined 
-well, and in good compare; and now Iliue out of all order, out 
ofconapaiTe., 

Bax. Why, you are fo fatte, Sir John, that you muff needes be 
out of all compalTe: ©ut of all reafonable compaife, Sir John. 

Fa/. Doc thou amend thy face,& lie amend my life ; thou art 
our Admirall,thou beared the Lanternein the Poope,but t’isin 
the Nofe ofthee,thou art theKingof the burni'nglampe. 

Bar. Why Sirlohn , my face does you no harme. 

Fa/. No, lie be fworne, 1 make as good vfc of it, as many* 
man doth of a Deaths head, ora memento mori, Ineuerfeethy 
face but I thinke vpon hell fire, and Dates that Jiued in Purple: 
fbrthere he is in his Robes burning, burning. Ifthouwertany 
way giue to vertue, I would fwcare by thy face ; my oath fhould 
be, By thtsfire^that sGods -4^/:Butthou art altogethergiueoucrj 
and wert indeede, but For thelight in thy face, the Sunnc ofvt- 
ter darken eife. VVhentbourundvp Gads- lull in thenight, to 
catch my Horfe, ifl did not thinkethatthou hadd been an Ignis 
fatms, or a bal ofwiJd-fire there’s no purchafe in Money. 0 thou 
art a perpetuall Tryumph,and euerlading Bone-fire- light, thou 
had faued me athouland Markes in Linkes and Torches, walk* 
ing with thee in the night betwixt Tauerne & Tauerne ; But the 
Sackethat thou had drunkcme,would haue bought me Lights 
as good c heape, as the deared Chandlers in Far ope. I haue main- 
tained that Salamander of yours, with fire, any time this two and 
ahirtieyeares ; God reward me for it. 

Bar,.. £foud, I would my face were in yourbelly. 

Fa/, Gadamcrcy>(b Ifhouldl befureto beheart.bufad 
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How now,dame Portlet the Hen.haue you enquired 
vet who pickt my Pocket ? Enter hofi. 

Holt. Why sir John, what do you thinke, Str lohrii do you think 
1 keepetheeues in my houfe, 1 haue fearcht, I haue enquired/© 
L my husband, man by man, boy by boy, feruantby feruant : 
the tight of a hairc was neuer lod in my houfe before.' 

MYe lie Hoftelfe, Bar do l was (baud, and lod many a haire : 
and He befworne my Pocket was pickt : goe to, you arc a wo- 

m Who P Ldefic thee; Gods light, Iwasneuercaldfoin 
mine owne houfe before. 

M Goe to, I know you wellenough. 

Hof. No, Sir lohn, you doe not know me, Sir Ich»$ I know you 
Sirlohn, you owe me money Sir John, & now you picke a quar- 
rell to beguile me of it; I bought you a dozen ofShirtes to your 
backe. 

Fal. Doulas, filthy Doulas : I haue giuen them away to Bakers 
wiues, they haue made Boulters of them. 

ifr/Now as I am a true woman, Holland of viij.s.anell: you 
owe money heerebefides, Sirlehn , foryeurdiet, and by drink- 
ings, andmony lent you,xxiiij. pound. 

Fal. He had his part of it, let him pay. 

Hof. He? alas he is poore, he hath nothing. 

foAHowj poore? looke vpon his face; What call you rich? 
let them coinch is Nofc, let them coine his chcekes, lie not pay 
adenyer : what,willyou make a younkerofme ? lhalll not take 
mineeafe in minelnne, but I fhail haue my pocket pickt ? I haue 
loftafeale Ring of my Grandfathers worth fortie maike. 

Hef.Qlefa, 1 haue heard the Prince tell him, Iknownothow 
oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Fal. How? the Prince is a Iattke, a fneak-cup ; Zbloud and hee 
were here, I would cudgel him like a Dog, ifhe would fay fo. 

Snter the Prince marchings and Falfla/jfe meets him 
Play ing on his Trmtehion like a Fife. 

Fal. How now Lad, is the wind in that dooreyfaith a 
Mud we all march ? 

Bar. Yea, two and two ; Newgate falhion. 

Hof. My Lord, 1 pray you heare me . 

G 3 Pm 
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Print. What faift thou, Miftris quickly l how dow thy husband’ 

I loue him well, he is an honeft man. 

Hoft, Good my Lord heare me. 

Pal. Prethee let her alone and lift to me. 

Print. What faift thou Iackei 

Fftl, Theother night I fell a lleepe here behind, the Arras & 
had my pocket pickt » this houfe is turnde bawdy-hoafe , »|L I 
pickepockers. Ky 

“Print, what didft thou loofe, lac\e l 

Falf. Wilt thou beleeue me, Ha/? three or foure bonds offer, 
ty pounds a peece, and a feale Ring of my grandfathers. 

Print, A trifle, fome eight penny matter. 

Hoft, So I told him my Lord, and I faid, I heard yourGrace 
fayfo^ and my Lord he fpeakesmoft vilely of you, likcafoule 
mouth’d man, as he is, andlaid, he would cudgellyou, 

Print. What he did not ? 

Hoft, Ther’s neither faith, truth, nor womanhood in me elf?, 

Fal. There’s no more faith in thee, then a ftued Prune ; nor no I 
more truth in thee, then in a drawneFox: and for Womanhood, 
Mayd-marian may be theDeputies wife ofthe ward to thee.Goe 
you thing, goe. 

Hoft, Say, what thing, what thing ? 

Fat. What thing? why, a thing to thanke God on. 

Hoft . 1 am no thing to thanke God on, I would thou fliouldft 
know it ? I am an honeft mans wife, and fettingthy Knight-heod 
aflde,thouarta knauetocallmefo. 

Fal. Setting thy Woman-hood afide, thou art a beaft, tofay 
ctherwife. 

Hoft. Say, what beaft,thou knaue thou? 

Fat What beaft.? why anOtter. 

Print. An Otter, Sir Iohn ? why an Otter ? 

Fal. Why ? lliee’s neither fifh nor flcfli ; amanknowesnot 
where to haue her. 

Hoft. Thou art an vniuft man infayingfo; thou, or any man 
knowes where to haue me, thou knaue tbhu. 

Print. Thou fayft tmcHoftefte, and hee flaunders th?e moll 
grofely. 

Hoft. So hee doth you, my Lord, and faid this other day, 

Vnli 
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You ought him a thousand pound. 

Prut.Satxa, doe I oweyou a tboufand pound.? 

Fal. A thoufand poud Hal ? a Million : thy loue is worth a 

Million; thou owed me thy loue. 

Hoft. Nay, my Lord, hee called you Iacke, and faid hee would 

cudggel 1 y° u - • 

Fal DiH,Bardo/l? 

Vur. Indeed, Sir Iohn, you faid fo. 
fd/. Yea, if he faid my Ring was Copper. 
print. Ifay tis Copper ; darft thou be as good as thy word now f 
Fal. Why Hal? thouknowft, as thou art but a man, ldare, 
but as thou art Prince, I feare thee, as I fcare the roaring of the 

Lyons whelpe. 

Print And why not as the Lyon ? 

Fal. The King himfelfe, is to be feared as the Lyon: doeft 
thou thinkc lie feare thee, as I feare thy Father ? nay, and I doe, I 
pray God roy Girdle breake# 

Pm. O, ifitfhould, how would thy guts fall about thy knees l 
But farra, there’s noroomeforFaith,T ruth, norHonefty,in this 
bofomeof thine 5 it is all filde vp with Guttes, and Midriffe ; 
Charge an honeft woman with picking thy pocket .? Why thou 
horefon impudent im'ooft rafcall, ifthere were any thing in thy 
pocket, but tauemc reckonings, memorandoms of Bawdy hou- 
les, and one poore peniworth of Sugar-candie to make thee 
long-winded; if thy pocket were inricht with any other injuries 
but thefe, lama villaine; and yet you will ftand to it, youwill 
not pocket ^p wrong: art thou not afiiamed l 
Fal. Doeft thou heare Halt thou knoweft in the ftate of in no* 
ccncie, Adam fell ; & what fliould poore lacke Falftaljfe do in the 
daies of villany ? thou feeft, Ihaue more fleih then another man, 
& therefore more frailty you conf elfe then you pickt my pocket- 
Print, It appeares fo by the ftory, 

Fal. Hoftejfe, 1 forgiue thee ; goe make ready breakfaft , loue 
thy Husband, looke to thy Seruants,chcri(h tby Gheftes, thou 
flialt find me tractable to any honeft realon : thou feeftlam 
pacified ftill ; nay, 1 prethee be gone. Fxit Hoftefte. 

Now H.il, to the newes at Court for the robbery, lad? how is 
thatanfwered.? 

Frit. 
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Tri* O my fweet beefe,l muft Hill be good Angdl to thee *, 
mony is paid backe againe. S tnee >thc 

Fat. O, I doe not like that paying backe, tis a double labour 

Frt*A am good friends with my father, and may do any rhino' 

Fal. Rob me the Exchequer thefirft thing thou doeftfand da 
it with vnwafht hands too. 

'Bar. Do my Lord. 

Prin. 1 haae Procured thee /^a charge of foot. 

Fat. I would it hadbeene ofhorfe. Where lhall I find one that 
can fteale well ? G for afinetheefe of the ageofxxii.or there a. 
ur* Iam hainoui } y vnprouided. Well, God bee thanked for 
thefe rebels, they offend none but thevertuous, I laud them, 1 
prayfc them. Pnnce.BarcLoll , Bar. My Lord. 

Prtn. Goe beare this letter to Lord Iohn ofLancafier , 

To my brother lebn : this to my Lord o iWtfimerlmds. 

Go, Peto, to horfe for thou and I 

Hauc thirty miles yet to ride ere dinner time: 

lacks meete me to morrow in the Temple hall. 

At two a clocke in the afternoone, 

There (halt thou know thy charge, and their receiu* 

Mony and order for their furniture. 

1 he land is burning , Percy (lands on high. 

And either they or we niuft lower lie. 

Fat, Rare words' braue world. Hofiej , my breakefafl come, 
Oh, I could wifh this Tauerne were my drum. Exemti, 

Enter Hotfpur , H'orcefier and Dowgtas. 

Hot, Well laid, my noble Scot, if (peaking truth 
In this fine age were not through flattery. 

Such attribution fhould the Dcwglas haue, 

As not a Souldier of this feafbns flampe. 

Should go fo generall currant through the world.* 

By God 1 cannot flatter, I defie 
T he tongues pf Toothers, but a brauer place 
In my hearts loue hath no man then yourfelfe. 

Nay taske me to my word,approue me Lord. 

TJotf, Thou art the king ofhonour. 

No man fo potent ibreathes vpon the ground, 

But I will beard him. Enter one with letters. 
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Hot. Do fo, and t’is well: what letters haue you there, I can 

butthankeyou. 

Met Thefe letters come from your father. 

}Jot. Letters from him ? why comes* he not himlelre r 

M#/. He cannotcome, my Lord, he is grieuousficke. 

Hot, Zounds, how haz he the leifure to be fickc 
la fuch a iuftling time f who leades his power? * 

Vnder whofe gouernement com* they along 

Mejf. His letters beares his mind, not I his mind. 

VPor. I prethee tell me, doth he keepe his bed ? 

Mejf, He did, my Lord, foure dayes ere 1 fet forth, 

And at the time of my departure thence 
He was much feard by his Phifltion. 

, Wor. I would the date oftime had fir ft bin whole. 

Ere he by ficknelTe had bin vifited • 

His health was ncuer better worth then now. 

Hot, Sickc now, droope now, this fickncffe doth infe& 

The very lifc-bloud pf our enterprife, 

Tis catching hither, eucn to our campes 
He writes me here, that inward ficknelTe, 

And that his friends by deputation 
Could not fo foone be drawne, nor did he thinkc it meete, 

Tolay fo dangerous and deare a truft 
Oh any foule remou’d, but on his owne, 

Yetdoth he giuevs bold aduertifement, 

That with our fmall coniunftion, we (houldon, 

Tofee how fortune is difpos’dtovs : 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now 
Becaufe the King is certainely pofleft 
Ofall our purpofes : what fay you to it ? 

Wor, Your fathers ficknelTe is a maime to vs. 

Hot. A perilous gafh, a very limme loptoff, 

And yet, in faith, it is not his prefent want 
Seemes more then we lhallfind it. Were it good. 

To fet the exa& wealth of all our ftates, . 

All at one call ? to fet fo rich a maine, 

0 n the nice hazzard of one doubtfull houre, 

« were not good, for therein fhould we read 
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The very bottomc and the foule of Hope, 

The very lift, the very vtmofl bound 
Of all our Fortunes. 

Dorvg . Fay th, and fo we (liould, 

Where now rein sines a fweete reuerfion > 

Wc may boldly ipend vpon the hope of what t’is to come in, 
A comfort of rstirement litres in this.. 

Hot. A randeuous, a home to fly vnto. 

If that the Diuell and Mifchance looke big 
Vpon the maydenhead of our affaires. 

War. Butyet I would your Father had been heer 
The qualitie and heire of our attempt 
Brookes no dilution, it will bethought 
By fome, that know not why he is away. 

That wifedome, loyalty, and mcere diilik 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earle from 
And thinke, how fuch an apprehenfion 
May turnc the tide offearefull faftion>, 

And breed a kind of queflion in ourcaufc: 

For, wellyou know, wc of the offring fide, 

Mufl keepealoofefrom ftridlarbiterment. 

And flop all fight-holes, cuery loope,from whence 
The eye of realon may prie in vpon vs : 

This abfence of your Father drawes a cu rtainej. 

That fli ewes the ignorant, a kind offeare. 

Before not dreamt of. 

Hot* You flraine too farre. 

I rather of his abfencemake this vfe, 

It lendsaluflreand more great opinion* 

A larger dare to your greate enterprize. 

Then if the Earle were hecre .• for men mufl thinke, 

If we without his helps, can make a head 
To puffi againflthe Kingdome,with hishelpe. 

We fhall, or turne it toplie turuy downer 
Yet ail goes well, yet all oar ioy nts are whole. 

D cyog. As heart can thinke, ihere is rot fuch a word 
Spoke, of in Scot /and, as thisdeame offeare. 

Enter Sir Rich, Vernon. 
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Hot. My coofen Vernon , welcome by my foule. 
fer. Pray God my newes be worth a welcome, Lora. 

The Earle of Wefimerland, feauen tboufand flrgng? 

Is marching hitherwards, with Prince lohn . 

V Hot. No harme, what more ? 

fer. And further, Ihaue learnd, 

The K ing bimfclfein perfon hath fet forth. 

Or hitherwards intended fpeedily, 

Withflrongand mighty preparation. 

Hot. Hz (hall be welcome too Where is his Sonne, 

The nimble-footed madcap, Prince of Wales, 

And his Cumrades, that daft the worldafide. 

And bidit palle? 

per. All furnifht ? all in Armes 2 
All plumpe like Eltnges, that wuh the windc 
Bayted like Eagles, hauing lately bath’d, 

Gattrihg in golden Coates like Images* 

As full offpiritasthemonethofMay, 

And gorgious as the Sunne at Midfbmer 5 
Wanton as youthfull Goates,wild as youngBuk s 
I faw young Harry with hisBeuer on, 

His Cullies on his thighes, gaha itly armde, 

Rifefrom the groundlike feathered CMercttrj t 
Andvaulted with fucheafe into hisfeate, 

As if an Angell dropt downe from the Cloudes, 

To turn and windea fiery Pegafus, 

And witch the world with noble H orfe-manfliip. 

Hot. No more, no more, worfe then the Sunne in March 
This prayfe Joth nourifh Agues ; let chemcome. 

They came like Sacrifices in their trim. 

And to thefire-eyde mavde offmokiewarrc. 

All hot and bleeding, will we offer them.* 

The mayled Mars (hall'on bis Al. ar fit 
Vptotheearesinbloud. I am on fire . 

To heare this rich repizall is fo nigh.* 

And yet not ours. O >.nc,'Iet me take mV Hollar, 

Who is to beare melike aihuoder-bouk, 

Againfl the bofome olthe PtVce of Wales, 
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Hurry to Harry, {hall not Horfe to Horfe 
Meete,and ne're part, till one drop downc a coarfe : 

Oh, that Glendmer were come, 

Ver. There is more newes, 

I learned in Worcefter , as I rode along, 

He cannot draw his power this fourteene dayes. 

Dawg, Thats the worfttydings, that I heare ofyer. 

Wor. I by my fayth that beares a frofty found. 

Hot , What may the Kings-whole battell reach vnto? 

Ver. To thirtie thoufand. 

Hot. Fortie lecitbc. 

My Father and Glendowrh&inghoth away, 

T he powers of vs, may feruefo great a day. 

Come, let vs take a Mullerfpeedily, 

Doomes day is necre, die all, die merrily# 

Dang Talke not of dying, I am out of feare 
Of death or deaths hand, for this one halfe yeare. 

Enter Fa/ftaljfeand Bardol. 

Fal. Bardol, get thee before to Couentry , filimeeabottleof 
Sacke, our S ouldiers fhall march through ; Weelc to Sutton-cof- 
kill to night, 

"Bar. Will you giuc roe money Captaine l 

Falf. Lay out, lay out. 

Bar, This bottle makes an Angell. 

- Falf, And it doe take it for thy labour, and if it raaketwentic, 
take them all, I’Je anfwercthe coynage 5 bid my Lieutenant Fett 
meet meat Townes end. 

Bar. I will Captaine ; farewell# Exit, 

Fal], If I be afhamed ofmy Souldiers,Iamafowft Gurnet;! 
haue roifufed theKings p relic damnably, I hauegot in exchange 
of 1 50. Souldicrs, 500, and odde pounds. I prelfemenonebut 
good Heufholders, Yeomens fbnnes,inquire me out contrafted 
Batchelers,fuch as had ben askt twice on the Bancs;fuch acorn- 
jnoditie of vvarme flaucs , as had as leiue heare the Diuellasa 
Drumme , fuch as feare the report of a Caliuer, woife then a 
ftrook-foole, or a hurt Wild-ducke : I preft me none but fuch 

Tofts and butter,with hearts in their bellies no bigger then Pins 
Steads, and they haue bough tout their feruices; and now, my 
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whole charge confiftes of Ancients, Corporals, Lieutenants, 
Gentlemen of Companies, Slaues as ragged as Lazartu in the 
painted Cloath where theGluttofts Dogs licked his Sores and 
fuch as iu'deed were neuer Souldiers, but difearded vniuft Ser- 
uin°mcu,yonger Sonnes to yongcr Brothers, reuolredTapfters 
andOftlers trade-falne, the Cankers of a calme world, and long 
peace, times more dillionourablc ragged, then an old fac'd An- 
cient and fuchhaue 1 to fill vp the roomes of them as haue 
bought out their feruices, that you would thinke, that! had a 
hundred and fiftie tottered Prodigals, lately come from Swine- 
keeping, from eating draffe and huskes. A mad fellow met mee 
on the way, and tould mee I had vnloadcd all the gibbetts , and 
preft the dead bodies. No eye hathfeene fuch Skar-crowes. 
lie not march through Couentry with them, that’s flat .-nay, and 
the villaines march wide betweene the legs, as if they had Gyues 
on, for indeed, I had the moll of them out of Prifon*, there’s not 
a"hirt and a halfe in all my company, and the halfe fliirt is twoo 
Napkins tackt togcathet, and throwne ouer the (boulders like a 
Hcaralds coatewichout lleeues; and the Shirt to fay the truth, 
ftohicrroir.mineJHioft of S. tflboncs, or the red-nofe Inkeeper 
of Damtrj: but that’s all one, they 1 ’lefinde Linnen enough 
ucry Hedge. 

Enter the Prince, and the Lord ofWeftm-rland, 

Pm. How now blownelacke? how now Quilt. ? 

Pal, What Hall How now madd wag, what a diuell doft thou 
in Warwick^ Jbirei My good L# of WcUmerland > 1 cry you mercy, I 
thought your honour had already bin at Shrewetbury. 

Weft. Fayth, Str John, t’is more then time, that I were there, 
andyou too; but my powers are there already ; the King lean 
tellyou,lookesforvsall 3 we muff away all night. 

Fal. Tut, neuer feare tell me, I am as v igilant as a Cat, to fteale 
Creamc, 

Prin. I thinke to fteale Creame indeed, for thy theft hath al- 
ready made thee butter but tell me, laeke, whofe fellowes are 
tbefe that come after? 

Fal. Mine Hal, mine. 

Pnn. I did neuertee fuch pittifuli rafeals, 

Fal. Tut, tut, good enough to toife, fcod for powder, fool 
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for powder, theyle fill a pit as well as better : tafli man , niomn 
men,morta!l men, T 

Weft, I, but, Sir John, mec-thinkcs they are exceeding poore 

and bare, too beggarly* 

Fal. Faich, for their pouerty, I know not where they had that., 
And for their barenesjd am iure they ncuer learnt that of me, 1 
Prinftfto ile be fworneyvnlellc you call three fingers on theribj 
bare : but lirra, make haft, Percy is already in the field. Exit, 

rcil. What is the King incamp’df . 

Weft. He i s Sir Ichn , I feare we ihall ftay too long. 

Fal. WplI, to the latter end of a Fray, and the beginning of a 
Feaft, fits a dull fighter, and a kecnegueft. Exem 

Snttr Hotfpur, Wore eft er, Dowglas? and Vernon. 

Hot. Weelc fight with him to night, 

Wor._ It -may not be. 

Dow. You giue him then aduantage* 
fer. Not a whit, 

f Hot, Why fay you fo? lookeshcnotforfupply? 

Ver. So doe wee. * 

Hot. His is ccrtaine, ours is dubtfuil. - 
Wcr.G ood coofen be aduifue, ftir not to night. 

Ver. Do not, my Lord. 

Dow. You doe not counfell well : 

Then fpeake it out of feare, and cold heart. 

Ver. Do not flaunder, Dowglar, by my life. 

And I dare well maintainc it with my life j 
If well refpedlcd honor bid me on, 

I hold as little counfell with weake feare, 

As you my Lord, or any Scot that thisday lines •• . 

Let it be feenc to morrow in the batcell, which of vs feares, 
Dow. Yea,orco night. Ver. Content. 

Bet. To night fay.I. 

.Ver. Come, come, it may not be* 

J wonder much being men of fuch great leadingasyou are, 

That you ferefee not what impedimenis 

Drag backe our expedition : certain e Horfe 

Of my coofen Vernons arc not yet come vp, r 
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YourVncle Woreefters Horfe came but to day, 

And now their pride and niettall is afleepe. 

Their courage with hard labou r tame and d ull, 

That not a Horfe ishalfethe halfe ofhimfelfe. 

Hot, So are the Horfes of the Encmie, 

In generall iourncy bated and brought low: 

The better part of ours arc full of reft. 

VVw. The number of the Kingexccedcth ours ; 
ForGodsfake, Coofen, ftay till all come in. 

The Trumpet founds a parley . Enter Sir Walter 
Blunt. I come with gracious offerfrom the King, 

If you vouchfafe nie hearing and rdpedf. 

Hot. Welcome, fir Walter Blunt : and would to 
You were of our determination $ 

Some ofvsloue you well,and euen thofefome 
Enuiey our great deferuinges and good name, 
Becaufeyoh are not ofour quality, 

But Hand ag^inft vs like an Hneroie* 

Blunt. And God defend, but ftill I Ihould ftand Co, 
So long as out of limit and true rule, 

You ftand againft annoynted Maiefty: 

But to my charge. The King hath fent to know 
The nature of your griefes, and whereupon 
You coniure from the breaft of ciuill Peace, 

Such bold Hoftility, teaching his dutious Land! 
Audaciouscruclty. If that the King 
Haue any way your good defertes forgot. 

Which he confelTeth to be manifold, 

He bids you name your griefes, and with all fpecd- 
loufliall haue your defires with intereft. 

And pardon abfolute for your felfc,knd thefe. 

Herein mif-led by your f 'uggeftion. 

The King is kind: and well wee know 
Knowes at what time to promife, when to pay 
My Father, my Vncie, and my felfe, 
id giue him that fame royalty hew cares. 

And when he was not fixe and twenty ftrong, 

^ckein the worldes regard, wretched, and low. 
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A poore vnrmndcd outlaw fneaking home, 

My Father gaue him welcome to the ihore .• 

And when he heard him fweare and vow to God, 
Hecarne but to the Duke of Lancafier, 

To fue his liuery and beg his peace, 

With tcares of fnnoccncy, and tcrmes of zeale : 
My Father in kind heart and pitty mou’d 
■Swore him afliftance and perform'd ittoo. 

Now, when the Lords and Barrons of the Realmc, 
Perceiu’d Northumberland did lcane to him, 

The more and lelfe came in with capand knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 

Attend him on bridges, ftoode in lanes, 

Laidc gifts before him, proffer’d him their othcs, 
Gaue him their heires, as pages followed him, 
Euen at theheeles, in golden multitudes, 

He prefently as greatneffe knowes it felfe. 

Steps mea little higherthen his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poore, 
Vpon the naked fhore at Rauenfpurgh 
And now forfooth takes on him to reforme 
Nome certaine edids, and feme llraight decrees 
Thatlay too hcauie on thecommon wealth, 

Cries out vpon abufes,feemes to weepe 
Ouer his Countries wrongs, and by this face, 
This feeming brewof Juftice, did he whine 
The hearts of all that he did angle for ? 

Proceeded further, cut me ©ft the heads 
Of all the fauourites that the abfent King 
In depuration left behind him here. 

When he was perfbnallin the Info watte. 

Blunt. Tut,I came net to hearethis. 

Hot, Then tothe poynt. 

In fhorttimeafter, he depos’d the King, 

Soone after that, depriu’d him of his life, 

. And intheneckecfthat,task’cthe whole (late: 
T© make that worfe, fuffred his kinfiman March, 
Who is, if euer)> owner were plac’d, 
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Indeed his King, to be ingag’d in Wales, 

There without ranfome to lie forfeited, 

Difgrac’d mein my happy vidories, 

Sought to intrap me by intelligence. 

Rated my Vncle from the Counfcll boord. 

In rage difmifde my Fatherfrom the Court, 

Broke oth on oth, committed wrong on wrong," 

And in conclufion, droue vs to feeke out 
This head of fafetic, and withall to prie 
Into his title, the which we finde 
Too indiredfor long continuance. 

Blunt, Shall I returne this anfwer to the King ? 

Hot. Not fo, Sir Walter, Wecle withdraw a while 
Goeto the King, andJet thcrebe impaund 
Someftaretieforafafe returne againc, 

And intiic morning early fhall my Vncle 
Bringhim our purpofe, and fo farewell. 

Blmt. I wouldyou would accept of grace and loue. 
Hot. And may be, fo we fhall. 

Blunt. Pray God you doe. 

Enter Archbifbop of Yorke, andjtr fldicheB, 

Areh, Hie, good Sir Aiichcll, beare this fealed Briefc 
With winged haft to the Lord Uflarjball, 

This to my coofen Scroope , and all the reft 
To ivhome they are direded. Ify ou knew 
How much they doe import, you would make haft. 

Sir Mi, My good Lord, I gefte their tenor. 

Arch, Like enough you doc, 

Tomorrow, good Sir Michell, is a day 
Wherein, the fortune often thoufand men 
Muft bide the touch { For Sir at Shrewsbury, 

Th ir tru ty 8 iucn t0 vndcrftand, 
he King with mighty and quick rayfed power, 

Meets wi th Lord Harry • an d I texteSir. Michell, 
hat with the ficknelfe of Northumberland, 

, j* ■ power was in the firft proportion ; 
me, what Owen Gle»do»ers abfencethsnce, 
nn° with them was rated firmely too, 
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And comes not in 7 oucr-rulde by Prophecies, 

I fearethe power oi Percy is too weake, 

To wage an inftant tryall with the King, 

Sir M.Why,my good Lord, you need not fearc, 

There is Dowglas, and Lord Mortimer , 

Arch. N o, Mortimer is not there. 

Sir M. But there is Mordake ..Vernon, L, Tdarry Percy, 

And there is my Lord o£Worceftcr,nnd a head 
Of gallant warriours, noble Gentlemen. 

sslrch. A nd To there is, but yet the King hath drawne 
The fpeciail head of all the land together. 

The Prince of Wales, Lord lohn of Lane after. 

The noble Weft mer land, and warlike Blunt j 
And many rao Coriuales ; and dearemen 
Of eftimation, and command inarmes. 

Sir M. Doubt not my Lord, he dial be well oppos'd, 
Arch . I hope no Idle;- yet,needfull t’is to feare, 

And to preuent the worft, Sir Michell , fpeed : 

For if Lord Percy thriue not ere the King 
Diftnilfe his power, he meanes to vifit vs, 

For he hath heard of our confederacy 
And t’is but wifedome to make ftrong againft him ; 
Therefore make hafte, I rauft goe write againe 
To other friends, and fo farewell,#?* Michell. Exeunt. 
Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord lohn of Lane after, Earle 
of, Weftmerland, fir Walter Blunt, and Fa/ftaljfe. 

King. How bloodily the Sunne begins to peere, 

Aboue yon buskie hill, the day lookes pale 
At his diftemperature. 

Prinee. TheSoutherne winde 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes, 

And by hollow whittling in the leaues, 

Foretels atempeft and a bluftering day. 

King. Then with the loferslet itfimpathize. 

For nothing canfeeme foule to thofe that winne. 

TheTrumpet founds* EnterWcrcefter. 

King. How now my Lord of Worcefter ? t’is not well. 
That you and Jttiould meetvpon fuch tcarmes 9 
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As now we tneete. You haue deceiude our tru ft. 

And made vs doffe our eafie Robes of Peace, 

To crufli our old vneafielims in vngentkpSfcele t 
This is not well, my Lord } this is not wctL 
What fay you to it? will you againe vnknit 
This chutlift knot of all abhorred warre ? 

And moue in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did giue a faire and naturall light, 

And be no more an exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigie of feare, and a portent 
Ofbroched raifehiefe to the vnborne times t 
Wor. Hearemee, my Liege: 

For mine ownc part, I could be well content 
To entertaine the lag-end of my life 
With quiet hourcs : For I proteft, 

1 haue not fought the day of this diflike* 

King . You haue not fought it : how comes it then? 
Fa/f. Rebellion lay in his way,and he found it. 
‘Prince. Peace, Chewet peace. 

Wor. It pleafde your Maiefty to turne your lookes 
Offauour, from my felfe, and allourHoufe j 
And yet 1 mutt remember you my Lord: 

We were the fir tt anddeareft ofyour friends, 

Foryou, my Staffe ofoffice did I breake, 
In#>W^time,and potted day and night, 
Tonreeteyou on the way, and kilfeyour hand, 

When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as I ; 

It was my felfe, my Brother,and his Sonne, 

That brought you home, and boldly did out-date 
The danger ofthe time. Youfworcto vs, 

Andyou did fweare that Oath at Dancafter, 

Thatyou did nothing of purpofe gainft the ftate, 

Nor claime no further, then your new falne right, 

The feate of Gant, D ukedome of Lancafter, 

To this, wcfweare ourayde : but in fhortfpace 
Uraind downe Fortune fhowring on your head, 

«nd fuch a floud ofGreatneftefel! on you. 
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What with our hclpc, what with theabfent King, 
What with the iiiiuries of wanton time, 
Thefeemingfufferances that you had borne. 

And thecontrariouswindes that helde the King 
So long in the vnluckic/r?# Warres, 

That all in E;w/^/dit! repute him dead *, 

And h orn his fwarme offaire advantages, 

You tooke occasion to be quickly wooed, 

To gripe the ger.e rail ( way into your hand. 

Forgot your oath to vs at Doncaftery 
And being ted by vs, you vs’de vsfo, 

As that vngentlc gull the Cuckqwes bird, 

Vfeth the Sparrow, did opprefle our neff. 

Grew by our feeding, to fo great a bulke, 

That eucn our loueuurft not come heard your figh 
Tor feareoffwallowing.* but with nimble wing 
We wet cinforfl for fafety fake, to flie 
Out of your light, and raife this prefent head, 
Whereby we Hand oppofed by filch meanes 
As you yourfelfc haue forg’d againft your felfe. 
By vnkind vfage, dangerous countenance. 

And violation of all faith and troth 
•Swore to vs in your youngerenrerprife. 

King. Thefe things indeede, you haue articulate, 
Prociay med at Mai ket cr fles, read in Churches, 
Toface the garment of Rebellion, 

Withlome fi ne colour that may pleafe the eye 
Of fickle changelings, and poore difeontents. 
Which gape, and ru b the Elbow at the newes 
Ofhurlybuily mnouocation •• 

And neuer yet did infurre&ionwant 
Such watercolours, to impainthis caufe; 

Nor muddy Beggars, flaming for a time, 
Ofpd-mdl hauockc and confulion, 

Prin, In both your Armes, there is many a fouls 
Sail pay full dcardy for this encounter. 

Ifr nee they ioyncin tryall, t'ellyour Nephew, 

The P, mce of Walts doth loyne with all the world 




Henry the Fourth, 

J n praife of Henry Percy : by my hopes 
This prefer.t enterprilefetofhis head, 

I doe not thinke a b layer Gentleman, 

JVioreadiue, more valiant, or more valiantyong, 

JViore daring, or morebould, is now aline. 

To grace this latter age with noble deeds .• 

For my part, I may fpeakeit to ray flume, 

I haue a trewant been to Chiualrie, . 

Andfolhearche doth account me too* 

Yet this before my Fathers Maieflie, 

1 am content that he lhall take the ods 
Of his great name and eflimacion, 

And wtlitofaue the bloud on either fied s 
Try fortune with him in a fmglefight. 

King. And, Prince of Wales } to dare we venture thee. 

Albeit, confiderations infinite 

Doe make again!! it : No good Worcester, no, 

Weeloue our people Well; eucn rhofe we loue 
That are milled vpon your Coofcns Part „\ 

And will they takethe offer of our Grace* 

Both hee, and they,andyou yeaeuery man, 

Shall bee my griend againe, and lie be his. 

So tell your Ceofenfand bring me word. 

What he will doe. But if he will notyeelds 
Rebuke and dread correction waitc on v s. 

And they fhall doe their office.So be gone. 

We will not now bee troubled with reply, 

We offer faire, take it aduifediy. ExitWercefi#? 

Prin. It will not be accepted on my life. 

The j?fl»£/4j-and the Hotfpur both together, 
Areconfidentagainft the world in armes. 

King. Hence therefore, cuery Leader to his charge, 
for on their anfweie will wefetonthem 5 - 
And Goo befriendv s, as our caufe is mil.- Exeunt, ten Mwa 
Pd. Hal , if thou ice me downed n the Battle Pnn, Pul, 

And bed ride me fo,tis a point of friendili p, • 

Pnn. Nothing but a falofits cun doe thee that friendfhip, 
Say thy prayers, and farewell . 
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Falf, I would it were bed time Hal, and all well. 

Prin. Why? thou oweft God a death. 

Falf, T’isnotdueyet, Iwouldbelothtopay»him before his 
day : what need Ibefo forward with him that calls not on mee? 
Well,t’is no matter, Honour pricks me on : yea but how ifHo. 
nour prick me off when I come on? how then can Honour fet to 
aleg?no,or an arme? no,or take away the griefe of a wound?no, 
Honour hath no skill in Surgerie then, no: What is Honour? a 
Word : What is that word Honour? Aire : a trimme reckoning. 
Who hath it? hethatdieda Wednefday?Dothhefeelcit? no: 
doth he heare it? no : t’is infenfible thcn?yea,to the dead.-butwill 
itnotliue with the liuing? no .-.why? detraction will notfuffer 
it, therefore He none of it$ Honour is a meere Skutchion 5 and 
fo ends my Catechifmc, Exit. 

Enter Worcester , and fir 'Richard Vernon, 
if' or, O no, my Nephew muft not know, Sir Richard , 

The liberal! kind offer of the King, 

Per, T’werebefthedid. 

Wor, Then arevveallvndone, 
it is not poffible, ttcannot be. 

The K in g would keepe his word inlouingvs, 

He will fufpeCi vs ftili, and find a time, 

Toponifii this offence in others faults 5 
Suppofition, all our Hues, fhallbe ftuckefullof eyes. 

For T reafon is but truftedlike theFoxe, 

Who neuerfo tame, focherifht, and locktvp, 

Willbaue awildetrickcofhisanceffers : 

JLooke how he can, or fad or merrily: 

Interpretation willmifquotc ourlookcs, 

And we fliall feed like Oxen ata flail, 

The better cheriilit, ftili the nearer death. 

My Nephews trefpaffe may be wellforgor, 
it hath the excufe of youth, and heate of blood. 

And an adopted nameofPriuiledge, 

A haire-braind BotjpHr, gouerned by afplecne? 

All bis offencesliue vpon my head, 

And en his Fathers. Wc did traine him on, 

And his corruption being tane from vs, ; 




Exit Dang, 
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VVcas thefpring ofall, fliall pay for all : 

Therefore good Coofen, let not Harry know 
In any cafe, the offer ofthe King. Enter Hot four, 

fer. Dcliuer what you wil,l]c fay tis fo.Here comes your Coo- 
Hot. My vnclcisreturnd, " 

Deliuer vp my Lord of Wcftmerlandt 
Vnclc,what newes ? 

Wor. The King will bid you Battell prefently. 

Dow. Defie him by the Lord of Weflmetland* 

Hot. Lord Dowglas, go you and tell him fo. 

Dow, Mary and fhall,and very willingly. 

Wor, There is no Teeming mercy in the King. 

Hot. Did you beg any ? God forbid. 

Wor. I told him gently ofyourgrieuances, 
OfhisOath-breaking : whichhe mended thus, 

By now forfwcaring that he is forfworne, 

He calls v s Rebels, T ray tors, and will fcourge 
With haughty armes , this hatefull name in vs, 

Dow, Arme Gentlemen, to armes, for I haue throwne 
A braue Defiance in King Henries teeth ; 

And Wefimrland that was ingag’ddid beareit. 

Which cannot chufe but bring him quickly on. 

Wor, The Prince of PV ales ftept forth before the King, . 

And Nephew, challenged you to Angle fight, 
i Hfl wou ^ t * le quarrell lay vpon our heads. 

And that no man might draw fliort breath to day, 

But I and Harry ^Monmouth : tell me, tell me. 

How fhewd his talking ? feem'd it in contempt ? 

r/?u* I neuer in my life 

Did heare a Challenge vrg’d more modeflly, 

V me ffe a Brother fliould aBrother dare 
do gentle exercife and proofe of armes. 
he gaue y ou all the duties of a man, 

1 rimd vp your praifes with a princely tongue, 
opokeyour deferuings like a Chronicle, 
iakingyoi, euer betterthen his praife, 

»y mil difpraifing prayfe, valued with you : 

And which became him like a Prince indeed 
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He made a blufhing citali of hitufelfe. 

And chid his trewant youth with fuch a grace, 

As ifhc iuaftred there a doule fpirit 
Of teaching, and oflearning inffantly : 

There did he panic, but let me tell the world, 

If he out-liuc the enuie of this day, 

England did neuer owe fo fweete a hope, 

So much mifeonftred in his wantonnefte. 

Het. Coofen, I thinke thou art enamored 
On his follies : neuer did I heare 
Of'any Prince fo Wild at liberty : 

But be he as he will, yet once er® night, 

I will imb'racc him witha Souldiers arme, 

That he fnall fhrinke vndcr my cotirtelie - 

Arme, arme with fpcede, and fellowes Souldiersf,riends, 

Better conlider what you haue to doe, 

That I that h2ue not well thegift of tongue, 

Canliftyour bloud vp with perfwafion. EnteraMefingr, 
M iff. My Lord, here are Letters for you* 

Hot. I cannot reade them now, 

O, Gentlemen the time of life is fhort. 

To fpend that fhor tnefte bafely,were too long i 
lflife did ride vpon aDials poynt, 

Still ending at the arriuall of an hower, 

A nd if he Hue, we Hue to tread on Kings, 

If die, brauc death, when Princes die with vs, 

Now for our Confidences, the armes isfaire, 

When the intent for bearing them is iuft, Enter another. 

M off, iCly Lord, prepare, the Kingcamcs on a pace* 

Hot. i thanke him, that he cuts me from my tale : 

For I profeffe net talking, onely this. 

Let each man doe his beft ; and hearc draw la Sword, 

Whofe temper I intend to ftaine 

With thebeft bloodthathlcan meetwithall. 

In the aduenture of this perilous day. 

Now efperance Percy, and fet on, 

Sound all the loftie inftruments ofwarre. 

And by thatmullcke, let vs all imbrace. 
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Forheauen to earth, fomeofvs neuer (lull 

A (econd time doe fuch a curt die. 

Heere they embrace^ theT mmpets found, the King enters mth tots 
power .alarm to the Battell -then enter Dowglas, and fir Walter 

Blrnt. What is thy name that in Battel thus thou crolTefl me? 
What honour doft thou feeke vpon my head ? 

Bow. Know then my name is Dowglas , 

And I doe haunt thee in the battell thus, 
gecaufefome tell me, that thou art a King* 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Bow. The Lord of Stafford deare to day hath bought 
Thylikenelle, forin fteau ofthee ; KingH^/y 
This Sword hath ended him, To rtiall it thee, 

Vnlelfcthou yeeld thee as aprifoner. 

Blunt. I was not borne toyecld,thou proud Scot, 

And thou fhalt find a King that will reuenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight, Dowglas ktlsBlunt, then enters Hotffur. 

Het.O Dowglas, hadit thou fought at Holmedon thus, 

I neuer had triumpht ouer a Scot. 

T>ow. Als done, als won, heere breathlefle lies the King. 

Plot. Where? Dew. Hecre. 

Hot . This Dowglas ? No, I know this face full well, 

A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blm( 5 
Setnblably furnifhtlike the King himfelfe. 

Dew. Ah foole, go with thyfoulewhithcr it goes, 

Aborrowed title haft thou boughttoo deare. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert a King ? 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coates. 

Dow, Nowby my Sword, I will kill all his Coates, 

He murder allhis Wardrope piece by piece, 

Vntilll meet the King. Hot, Vp and away. 

Our Souldiers ftand fullfairely for the day, 

oyilarme, enter Fa! ftalffe folus. 

Falf. Though I could fcape fhot-free at London, I fcare the 
fliot hecre, heere’snofeoring but vpon the pate. Soft, who are 
you? Sir Walter Blunt, there*s honour for you,heere’s no vanitie, 

K I 
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I am as hoc as molten Lead, and as heauie too : God keep I 
out ofme,I need no mot e weight then mine ownebovvels-I 
led my rag of Muffians where they are peperd : theres not thr** 
ofmy 1 50* left aliue, and they are for the townes end, to beo^! 
during life. But who conies heere ? Enter the Prince . 

‘ Prince What ftandft thou idle heere? lend mec thy Sword 
Many a Noble man lies ftarke and fliffc, ' ' 

Vnder the houes of vaunting enemies, 

Whofc deaths are yet vnreueng’d,! prethcelend me thy Sword 

Fal. O Hal, l prcthcc giuerne leauc to breathe a whilesTufte 
Gregorte neucr did fuch deeds in armes, as I haue done this dav - 
I hauc pay d Percy, 1 haue made him fure. 

Prince. He is indeed, and liuing to kill thee ; 

Iprethce lend me thy Sword. 

Fal, Nay before God Hal , if Tercybe aliue, thou getfl not 
my fword, but take my pilloll if thou wilt. 

Prince Giue it me : what? is it in the cafe? 

Falf, I Hal, tis hot, theres that willfacke a Citie. 

The Prince drawee it out ,and findesita bcttell of Sacks* 

Prince What, is it a timeto iell and dally now / 

He t hr met the Pot tell at him. Exit, 

Fait IfTercybe aliue, lie pierce him, if he do come in my way, 
fo : if he do not.ifl come in his willingly, let him make a Carbo- 
nado of me. Hike not fuch grinning honour as fir Walter hath : 
giue me life, which if I can faue, fo : if not, honour comes vn- 
look t for, and theres an end. 

tsilarme, excurftons, enter the King, the Trinccford John 
of Lancafter, and Earle of Weftmer land. 

King I, prethec Harry withdraw thy felfe, thou bleedeft too 
much 5 Lord Iohn of Lancafter, goe you with him. 

Ptlohn Not I, my Lord, vnlelle Idid bleed too. 

Trin. I befeech your Maieftie make vp. 

Left your retirement doe amaze your friends. 

Ki. I will do fo; my L. of Weftmer land, \ea.Ae him to his Tent. 

Weft. Come, my Lord, lie leadeyou to your Tent. 

Prince Leademe my Lord, I doe not need yourhelpe 
And God forbid a (hallow fcratch ftioulddriue 

The 
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The prince of Wales from fuch a field as this, 

Where ftainde Nobilitie lies troden on, 

And Rebels Armes triumph in maftacres. 

Iohn We breathe too long,come cooicn Weftmrland , 
Our duty this way lies : For Godsfakecome. 

<pw. By God, thou haft dcceiu d me Lancafter , 

Idid not thinke thee Lord of fuch a fpirit; 

Before I loud thee as a brother Iohn, 

But now I doe refpedh thee as my foulc. 

King I fa* him hold Lord Percy atthepoynt, 

With luftier maintenance then I did looke lor 
Of fuch an vngrowne Warrier. 

Pm. 0 ,this Boy lends mettall to vs all. f.xu. 

Deng. Another King, they grow like Hydras heads, 

1 am the Drnglas fatall to all thofe 
That wearethofe colours on them. What art thou 
Thatcounterfeitft the perfon ofaKing? 

Ki. The King himfelfe, who Dmglat grieues at heart. 
So many of his fhadowes thou haft met. 

And not the very King: I hauc two Boy es, 

Seeke Percy and thy felfe, about the Field ; 

Butfeeingthou fall’fton me fo luckily, 

I will alTay thee, and defend thy felfe. 

Dong, I feare thou art another Counterfeit; 

And yet in faith thou bear’ ft thee like a King : 

But mine l am fure thou art, who ere thou be ; 
Andchuslwinnethee, . , 

They fight, the Kingbeing in danger, enter Prince of a ft 
Prince. Hold vp thy head vile Scot, or thou art like 
Neuer to hold it vp againe, the fpirits 
Ofvaliant Sherly, Stafford, Blmt, are in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Wales thzt threatens thee, 

Who neuer promifeth, but he mcanes to pay. 

They fight, T)owglasflieth. 

Cheerely my Lord, how fares your Grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath forfuccour fent, 

Andfo hath Clifton : We to Clifton ftrait. 

King, Stay, and breathe a yvhile, 
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Thou haft redcemd thy loll opinion) 

And fhcwd thou makell fome tender of my life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me. 

‘Prince. O God, they did metoo much iniurie. 

That euer laid, I hearkned to your death : 

If it were fo, I might hauelet a'one 
T he infulting hand of Bowglas ouer you, 

VV hich would haue beene as fpeedy in your end, 

As all the poyfonous potions m the world, 

And lau’d the trccherous labour of your Sonne. 

Kin. Make vp to flijton, lie to S. Nicholas Gawfey. Frit, 
Enter Hot (pur. 

Hot. If 1 miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth ? 

Prince. Thou fpeakll, as if I would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

Prince. Why then I fee a very valiant Rebell of that name. 

I am the Prince of Wales ; and thinke not Percy, 

To fhar e with me in glory any more : 

Two Starreskeepe not theirmotion in one Sphere, 

Nor can one Englandhtookt a double raigne. 

Of Harry Percy, and the Prince of Wales, 

Hot. Now fasMit Harryl for the houre is come, 
Toendrheoneofvs; and would to God, 

Thy name in Armes,were now as great as mine. 

Prince. He make it greater, ere 1 part from thee, 

Andallthy budding Honours on thy Creft 
lie crop, to makea Garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight. Enter Falfltlffe. 

Falf. Well faid Hal, to it Hal, Nay, you (hallfinde no Boyes 
playheere, Icantellyou. 

Enter Dow gl as.. hefightswithFalftalffe, hefals dome os ', 
if he were dead, the Prince \illeth Percy, 

Hot, Oh Harry, thou haft robd me of my youth, 

I better breoke the Ioffe of brittle life, 

Then thofeproud Titles thou haft won of me, 

They wound my thoughts worfe, then the hyord rny fkfti.- 

j • But 



Rat thought’s the flauc of life, and life times foole, 

And Time that takes furuey of all the world. 

Mult haue a Hop. O, I could prophefie. 

But that the Earth, and cold hand of Death 
Lies on my tenge : no Percy , thou art duff. 

And food for , 

Prince. For Worms, braue Percy. Fare thee well, great heart, 

111 weau’d Ambition, how much art thou (hrunke? 

When that this body did containe a fpirit, 

AKingdomefbr it, was toofmallabound. 

But now two paces of thevilell earth, 

Isroome enough : this earth that beates the dead, 

Bearesnotaliue fo flout a Gentleman, 

Ifthou wert fenfible of curtefie, 

I fliouldnot make fo great a fhew of z.eale : 

Butletmy fauours hide thy mangled face. 

And euen in thy behalfe,Ilc thanke my felfe 
For doing thefe faire rites of tendernelfe, 

Adieu, and take thy praifewith thee to heauen. 

Thy ignomy fleepewitb thee in the graue. 

But notremembaed in thy Epitaph. 

He fpieth Fatflalffe on the ground. 

What, old acquaintance, could not all this flefti 
Keepe in a little life? poore Iacke farewell : 

I could haue better fpar’d a better man ‘ 

0, 1 Ihould haue a heauy mifte of thee, 

If I were much in loue with vanitie ; 

Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day. 

Though many dearer in this bloody fray, 

Imboweld willl fee thee by and by, 

Till then, in blood by nobl t.Percy lie. 

Falftalfferifethvp. 

Falf. Imboweld ? if thou imbovvellme to day , Ilcgiueyou 
ieaue to powder me, and eatemee top to morrow. Zlcud, t’was 
time to counterfeit, cr that hot termagant Scot had payd mee 
jcotandlet too. Counterfeit? I am no counterfeit* todieisto 
. e a counterfeit , for heeis hut the counterfeit of a man , who 
■atn not the life of aman :b.ut tocountcrfeit dying, when atnaft 
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thereby liueth, is to be no counterfeit, butfhe true and pcrfefl 
image ofhfe indeed. The better part ofvalour is Difcretion- j n 
tne which better part, I hatie iaued my life. Zounds 1 am a feard 
or this gunpowder Percy, though he be dead : how if heo Diould 
counterfeit too,and rife i by my faith lam afraid he would prou c 
the better counterfeit l therefore lie make himfurc ; yea, and He 
iwearc i (lew him. Why may not he rife afwell as Ifnothing con, 
.f utes mec but eyes, and no body fees me : therefore lirra, witha 
new wound in your thigh, come you along with me. 

lie takes vp Hotjpnr on hd backc , Enter Prince and 
John ef Lancafier. \ 

_ Come brother lohn, full brauely haft thou fleflit 
Thy mayden Sv\ord. 

John But foft, who haue we he ere P 
Did you not tell me this fat man was dead ? 

Prin* I did,I faw him dead, 

Breathlefte, and bleedingon the ground. Artjthou aliuc i 
Or is it fantafie that play es vpon our eye- fight ? 

1 prethcc fpeake, we will not truft our eyes 
Without our eares, thou art not what thou feem’ft. 

Falf. No that’s certaine , I am not a double man : but ifl bee 
not I acke Falftalffe, then am I a Iackc : there is Percy, if your Fa- 
ther will doe mee any honour, fo : if not, let him Hay the nett 
Percy himfelfe : Hooke to be either Earle or Duke, I can allure 
you. 

Prin. Why Percy, I flew my felfe, and faw thee dead. 

Falf, Didftthou? Lord, Lord, how the world is giuen to ly- 
ing/ J graunt you I wasdowne , and out of breath, andfowas 
he, but weerofebothataninftant, and fought a long houreby 
Shrewsbury clock c, iflmay bebeleeUed,fo : if not, let them that 
fliould reward Valour, beare the finne vpon theirowneheads. 
He take it vpon my death, I gauehim this wound in the thigh, 
ifthemanwerealiue, and would deny it. Zounds I would make 
him eate a peeceofmy Sword. 

lohn. This is the flrangeft tale that euer I heard. 

Prin, This is the ftrangeft fellow, brother lohn. 

Come bring your luggage nobly on your backtfe 

tot 




For my part, if a lie will doc thee grace, 
lie auilde it with the happiel! tearmes 1 haue. 

\A, vstvi&t is j o unde d* 

Prince The Trumpets found retreat, the day is ours: 

Come Brother, lets to the higheft of the Field, 

Tofcewhat friends areliuing, who are dead. Exeunt, 

Falf, lie follow, as they fay, for reward; Hethatrewardesme, 
God reward him. Ifl do grow great, lie grow leffejfor Uepurge, 
and leaue Sackc,and liuecleanly,as aNobleman fliould doe. 

Exit, 

The Trumpets found, enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord 
lohn of Lancafier, Earle ofWcfmerland, vest h 
Worcefter and Vernon prif oners. 

King Thus euer did Rebellion finderebuke,. 

Ill fpirited Worcefter, did not we fend grace. 

Pardon and tearmes of Louc to all of you; 

And wouldft thou turne our offers contrary, 

Mifufe the tenor ofthy kinfmans truft? 

Three Knights vpon our party flaineto day, 

A noble Earle, and many a creature elfe, 

Had beenealiue this hpure. 

If like a Chriftian thou hadft truly borne 
Betwixt our Armies true intelligence, 

War. What I haue done, my fafetie vrg’d me to, 

And I imbrace this fortune patiently. 

Since not to be auoyded, it falls on mee. 

King Beare Worcefter to the death, and Vernon too : 

Other Offenders we willpaufe vpon. 

How goes the Field i- 

Prince The noble Scot Lord Dowglas; when he faw 
The fortune of the day turn’d quite from him, 

The noble Percy llaine,and all his men, 

Vpon the foot of feare,fied with the reft i 
And tailing from a hill, he wasfo bruizd. 

That the purfuers tooke him. At my T enf, 

Th e 'Dowglas is, and I befeech your Grace, „ 

•' may diipofe of him. . 




King. With all my heart. 

Prince. Then brother John of Lawaficr, 

To you this honourable bountie ihall belong, 

Gocto theDowg/as and deliuerhiai 
Vp to his pleafureranfomletreand free. 

His valour lliewne vpon our Crefts to day, 

Hath taught vs how tocheriili fuch high iicedes, 

Euen m the bofome ofour aduerfaries. 

Then this remaines, that we diuide our Power, 
You 6onne John, a nd mycoofen WcfimerLnd, 

Towards Tor^fliaH bend you with your dcerefl (peed, 
T o meete Northumberland and the Prelate Scroope , 
Wiio (as we hearc) are bufily in armes : 

My felfc and you, bonne Harry, w ill towards Wales, 

T o fight with Glen dower, and the Harle of March , 

Rei eiliou in phi s Landfhallloofe his way, 

Meeting tl.c cbycke of Inch another day.* 

And lince this Dufineffe fo faire is done. 

Let vs not leaue till all our owne be wonne. 





